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Cur non , Mopfe , bom quoniam convcnimur ambo 
Tu c alamos inflare levis^ ego dicere <utrfus % 
Hie corulis mixtas inter confidimut ulmos } 

VirgiL 

Kunc opus ejl leviere lya. 

Ovid. 
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Wh at d wbimfical task my dear Friends You impofi, 
To contribute a fine Dedication in profe! 
Our Piozzi metbinks is much fitter for tbh% 
For She writes tbe Preface, and cant write amifs. 
But my thoughts neither beautiful are nor fublime, 
So I wrap them in metre, and tag them with rbime, 
Like theatrical dreffes, if tinfeCd enough, 
The tinfel one flares at , nor thinks of the fluff \ 
We mean not our book fir tbe public infpeclion , 
Then why should we court een a Monarches p rotetlion ? 
For too oft tbe good Prince Jucb a critic of lays is , 
He fcarcely knows bow to perufe bis own praifes . 
Ourselves and our Friends w for Patrons will chufe , 
No others will read us , and thefe will excufe . 
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PREFACE 



p 

JL Refacts to Books , like Prologues to Plays , wili 
feldom be found to invite Readers , and JIM left often to 
convey importance . Excufes for mean Performances add 
only the baftnefs of fubmiffion to poverty of fentiment » 
and take from infipidity tbe praife of being inofen/tve . 
Wedo not however by this little addreft mean to deprecato 
public Criticifm , or folicit Regards why we wrote the 
verfes may be eafi/y explained* we wrote tbem to divert 
ourfelves , and to fay kind things of each other / wo 
collected tbem that our reciprocal exprejjiont of kindueft 
might not be loft , and we printed tbem becaufe we bad 
no re nf on to be ashamed of our mutual partiality . Portrait 
Painting though unadorned by allegorical alluftons , and 
uufupported by recollection of events or placet , will ha 
efteem*d for ever as one of the moft durable methods to keep 
Teudernefs alive , and prefer* Friendship from decay : 
nor do 1 obferve that the room here where Artijls of many 
Ages have contributed their own likeneps to tbe Royal 
Gallery it left frequented than that which con taint tbe 



\ 



flat ue of a slave and the figure of a Sibyl . Our little 
Book can fcarccly be left important to Readers of a 
difiant Age or Nation than toe ourfelves are ready to 
acknowledge it ; the waters of a mineral fpring which 
fparkle in tbe glafs , and exhilarate the fpirits ofthofe who 
drink them on the fpot , grow vapid and taflelefs by car- 
riage and keeping; and though we hav, perhaps trSufgrefs'd 
tbe Perfian Rule of fitting ftlent till we could find fometbing 
important or infiratfive to fay ; we shall at leaf! he 
allow' d to have gliften'd innocently in Italian Sunshine $ 
and to have imbibed from its rays the warmth of mutual 
Benevolence , though we may have mjfs'd the bardnefs and 
polish that fome coarfer Metal might have obtain d by 
beat of equal force . / will not however lengthen out 
my Preface / if the Book is but a feather , tying a flone 
to it can be no good policy , tbo it were a precious one ; 
the lighter body would not make the heavy one fwim , but 
tbe heavy body toonld tnevttahly make tbe light one fink • 
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A DREAM 



■As Ute beneath s cyprefs shade 

To reft, my weary limbs I laid , 

Soft sleep o'er all my fenfes ftole , 

And fairy vifions charm'd my foul . 

'Twas then , methought , at early dawn 

A Poet trod the dewy lawn t 

With folitary fteps , and slow, 

Where hoary Arno's waters flow . 

The Mufe he fought whofe fong of yore 

Refounded on the Tnfcan shore • 

At length his vagrant footfteps ftray'd 

To Val-ombrofa's gloomy shade; 

Where , ftretch'd upon the mofsy ground , 

In death-like sleep the Maid he found: 

And thrice eflay'd , with daring hand , 

To feixe her thought-infpiring wand ; 

And thrice exclaim'd dread Pow'r! arife, 

Ere she unfeal'd her long-clos'd eyes . 

The waking Mufe from fide to fide 

Threw a wild gaze , and thus she cried . 

What fingle Bard is this I fee 

Who quits the haunts of Men for me? 
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„ Of Vof'ries once a num'rous bind , 
„ In Cofmo's time , adorn'd the land : 
i, And is that band fo num'rous gone? 
„ And does Lorenzo (*) reign alone ? 

The Bard a moment filent flood ; 

Blush'd a reply , and fought the wood . 
Alarm*d, upfprang the radiant PowV; 

Rush'd from the dark fequefter'd bow'r; 

With awful voice call'd Dante's shade, 

i 

And fummon'd Petrarch to her aid . 
With a£tive pinion mounting high , 
She cut the pure Tyrrhenian sky ; 
As when Jove's bird in queft of prey, 
Bends through the arure deep his way: 
; O'er the cold Appenines she flew, 
And fcarce beftow'd a tranfient view, 
But having reach'd the Pifan shore , 
On even wing she fcem'd to foar *, 
Nor linger'd long , but heav'd a figh * • ^ . 
And pafs'd Sienna, Prato , by; 
Then skimming o'er Certaldo's fpires , 
Where gay Boccaccio felt her fires, 
With chryftal woe bedew'd his grave , 
That to the fod fresh luirre gave* 
So often, from the sky ferene. 
Some beat-born drops to fall are feen. 

(*) Lorenzo Pignotti i a celebrated Tufcan Pott nov living . 
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tVith rapid flight, and eager force, 
To Florence next she fteer'd her courfej 
Expefting fooner Arno's wave 
Should feek again the native cave , 
Than not, it's verdant banks around. 
Be heard the lyre's enchanting found. 



j/Z** fcrt slow she sought the lonely plain , 
To foothe her bofom's rifing pain, 
And foon the melancholy Pow'r 
Reach'd fair Val d'Amo's thickeft bowY. 
As there she trod the facred ground , 
Immortal Milton's shade she found ; 
For mindful of the flame he caught , 
When there he nurs'd his growing thought; 
His grateful fpirit loves to rove, 
And haunt again th'infpiring grove . 



As ofle whofe day of wealth is o'er , 
Will shun the Friends he fought before. 
So she was half indin'd to fly 
The former fcenes of extasy . 
The Bard approach'd the penfive Maid, 
And deeply figh'd, and thus he faid, 
„ O wherefore does thy flowing hair 
„ Betray thy bofom's wild defpair ? 
n Has fome dark Bigot's realous rage 
„ 'Gainft thee prefum'd fell war to wage? 
„ Or is pale Death's unerring dart 
„ Aim'd at fome Friend's beloved heart? 
M Ah no, ( replies the Maid divine ) 
„ No dread of Bigot rage is mine , 
„ No fufP ring Friends in forrow weep , 
„ Thofe , thofe I lov'd are funk to sleep ; 
„ I mourn that now no equal choir 
„ Take from my hands the offer'd Lyre: 
„ If then my fceptre's proud controul 
„ E'er rul'd thy vaft capacious foul ; 
„ If e'er thou ftood'ft, with lift'ning ear, 
„ The tuneful Tufcan fong to hear; 
„ If e'er could pleafc this vocal shade; 
„ I now implore thy friendly aid : 
„ Yes | I conjure thee by that lay 
„ Which fung the bright eeleftial day; 
H Which fung the joys of Eden fair, 
„ Tkc ferpent , Eve , and Mtn't defpair ; 
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„ By gay Allegro's fprightly glow; 
„ By Penforofo's folemn woe ; 
„ By the fad notes thy friendship gave 
„ For Lycidas' untimely grave , 
M When funk fo low his facred head 
„ Within old Ocean's dreary bed; 
„ With fympathetic zetl, impart 
„ Some comfort to my forrowing heart. 
With anxious bread, the Poet figh'd , 
And thus in trembling notes replied . 
» O Pow'r belov'd ! full well I feel 
„ The truth thy plaintive layt reveal . 
„ I'll Teek proud Albion's chalky shore , 
„ Where foamy waves tumultuous roar , 
>, And there a genuine Band I'll raifc 
To hither come and fing thy praife ; 
„ For Thames shall fooner ceafe to glide* 
„ Than I forget fair Arno's fide . 
And now enchanting fancy leads 
My wand'ring fteps o'er flow'ry metds, 
Where , proudly pointing to the skies. 
High Fiefole's old turrets rife ; 
While on the ftream that winds below. 
Their fedge-bound locks the Naiads show ; 
And many a Wood-Nymph, many a Faun, 
Trips fportive o'er th'enamell'd lawn j 
While on the Fir-trees ever green, 
The climbing Satyrs too arc feen , 



And, in the breeze their raptures pout , 
With revel rout , and ruftic roar . 
A§ fuch delights my fpirit chcer'd , 

• A Bard of Albion's Isle appeared , 
Who here had loiter'd down the day, 
While ftxty Moons had wan'd away \ 
And at his Lyre's majeftic found 

The shepherd train would flock around . 
Beneath a wood's extending shade , 
Where many a fragrant zephyr play'd . 

• A roving Nymph fo lightly trod, 
She fcarcely mark'd the velvet fod ; 
And with her numbers charm'd the ear 
Of liftning Eve who ftay'd to hear . 
Hush'd was the lonely Lover's flute, 
The doleful Nightingale was mute, 
Whene'er she (truck her British Lyre, 
With Grecian force, and Sapho's fire. 

• Nor diftant far a Youth reclin'd, 
Whofe wild harp warbled to the wind , 
So foftly fweet , fo clearly ftrong , 
That Arno's felf admir'd the fong . 
And now with ea£er hafte I ftrove 

To join the band that charm'd the grove . 

•** In allufion M the three Friends concerned with the 
author of tbt dream i» this Collection. 
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Bat ah ! my labour all was vain , 
For adverfe powers my courfe reftrain 
Confus'd at length my vifion grew j 
FantalHc phantoms rofe to view, 
Envy I faw, in yellow veft, 
Malignant tear her shrivel'd breaft ; 
And there the fullen race appear 
Who (corn the glowing verfe to hear: 
Ama?'d I found the tumult rife, 
And sleep , on hafty pinion , flics . 
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HYMN OF CALLIOPE 



AT THE CLOSE OF A POEM ENTITLED 



GIBILTERRA SALVATA 



IPPOLITO PINDEMONTE 



Lma Gente immortal , d* Eroi felice , 
Una felva di lauri a te non bafta , 
A tc ch* crgi la frontc vincitrice , 
Quando piu ria tempera alto fovrafta . 
Cos! addoppia Leon la forza ultricc , 
Poi che ferillo il cacciator de V afta , 
L' Idra cosl fotto V Erculea clava 
Crefcea le tefte , c il vincitor crucciava . 

Dun que da'primi antichi Padri intefa 
Quella indarno non fu voce divina : 
Mara d* intefto abete a voi difefa , 
E campo al guerreggiar fia la marina . 
Tal vincere in Europa Afia difcefa 
Poca gente poteo del mar Reina , 
E forfe al Correttor del Mondo piacque , 
Ch' aggia le terre chi e fignor de 1* acque . 



BY THE HARQJJIS 



NOBLE VENETIAN 
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Ma tutto ha fuoi confin : fc il volto fanto 
Moftra la pace, e la fua verde fronda 
Comincia a metter fuor del bianco man to, 
Non Ha per te che ancor ritiri , e afconda . 
Oder regni dovrai? cedanfi; io canto 
Innebbriata di profetic' onda : 
Cedanfi; i piu gran danni indita, immcnfz 
Virtu, chc in lor s'aiEna, indi compenft. 

Una parte del Mondo b che fi giace 
Di for to al polo meridionale , 
Cinta da l'onde, e tanto ampia e capace 
Ch'Europa infieme, Afrrica ed Afia vale. 
Ma per ogni nocchiero anche piu audact 
Le folte nebbie, e il rio ghiaccio immortale 
Che pur fa fede di vicina terra, 
A 1' Ifola infinita U varco ferra . 

Ma non fempre chiudrl: felici antenne 
Da' tuoi porti falpar veggio, o m' inganno? 
E a l'Antartico ciel fciolte le penne, 
Oltra le vi<? del fol, le vie de Tanno, 
Far quel che per ria morte a far non venn* 
L* ultimo Eroe veleggiator Britanno. 
Ceder loro ogni nebbia , e il duro impaccio 
Ceder vegg' io del trionfato ghiaccio . 



E gist il nuovo faluta ofpite lito, 
Or favolofo ancora , indi giocondo 
Balza di nave il Capitajio ardito , 
E di grand* orma imnrime il terto Mondo. 
Un rpgno a V India occidental rapito 
Ti vien ? ti venga : a nullo altro fecondo 
Regno il deftin U t'apparecchia, e il petto 
Colma d'onde prefaghe io tel prometto. 

Intanto godi, che fe quattro e nove 
Provincie in terra, il voile Iddio, perdefti, 
Di nuovi mondi in ciel, non che di nuove 
Provincie , acquifto gloriofo or fefti: 
Poi ch' un de' figli tuoi rinferra , e muove^ 
Coji, mel difle Urania, i rai celefti, 
Che tale ottico fuo nuovo inftrumento 
Ignoti aftri fcuoprl fei volte cento . 

Non puofli, e ver, la dove or giunge il ciglio 
Mandar Coloni , e trarne argento ed oro , 
Benche d' aereo volator naviglio 
Abbia un Dedalo Franco in man lavoro . 
Ma gente, che ti valor pari ha il configlio, 
Sa che tal di bell'arti evvi teforo, 
Pt r cui quello, che alfin tutto foverchia, 
De'fecoli Oceano invan la cerchia. r 



Forfe che vcri a le (copertc ruote 
Mondi non fon cotante nuove ftelle ? 
Ed ove, tua merce, rifulgon note , 
Dir6 di ragion tua che non fien quelle? 
Cosi fe ne la Luna or coglier puote 
II tuo fguardo Linceo cofe novclle , 
Quante non mai fper6 pupilla alcuna* 
Di r 6 non fia di tua ragion la Luna ? 

Fu de 1' Italia (vuol eh* io qucfto efprimt 
L' amor che fempre a quefta parte io pofi) 
Sin da quel dl, che la conquifta prima 
Ne fero que' Tofcani occhi famofi . 
Ma Italia , cui quanto ebbe in terra prima 
Omai rapiro i Numi invidiofi , 
Come che il dirlo c al cor puntura infefta, 
Or perde ancor quello che in ciel le refh . 

Cost vuole il deftin, che il gtovin paflb 
Muova tal g^nte a gli onor primi in fretta, 
Tale altra caggia da l'altezze al baflb: 
Molto , Albion , di gloria ancor t'afpetta 
Altri animar le tele, ed il compaflb 
Di Vitruvio a girar meglio fi metra , 
O meglio fa p r>i a ancor le armate fquadre 
Spiegar ful volto de I' antica madre . 

b 



Voi feguite, o Britanni, i voftri fat|i: 
Di Sofia medirar quel ch' e piu arcano , 
£ di Marte e Mercurio a 1* opre nati 
Le vele alto levar ne 1" Oceano . 
Felici, e ancor per molta eta, fe i grati 
Troppo grati placer, fe il guafto e infano 
Coftume , e di lung' oiio infaufta calma 
Tutto il vigor non vi torra de V alma . 



TRANSLATION 



W^Hat laurels for thy Sons fuffice 

Britain , the generous , brave and wife ! 

Who lifts more high her tow'ry head 

As gathering tempefts round her fpread ; 

*Tis thus the hound-chas'd lion turns , 

And with increafing fury burns *, 

The Hydra thus Herculean ftrength confounds, 

While heads fucceed to heads, and heal her hard-dealt 

wounds . 

'Twas not in vain , the voice from high » 
Refounding thro our nether sky, 
Defencelefs Britain taught to dare , 
And fix the fea f herfeat of war *, 
Till Afia's proftrate pomp was feen 
Bending before old Ocean's Queen , 
For fuch was all-controuling Heavn's command , 
Who fways by force the Sea ,with laws shall rule the land. 



t 
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But Fame muft fade , and Power muft ceafe , 
On all but tbee sweet fainted Peace 
Smiling in filvery robes I fee , 
Her white wand ftretch'd o' er all but thee i 
Muft then thy flame contra&ed blare , 
Or lend to leflfer lights her rays ? 
It muft, but Poet's piercing eyes explore 
And fee how inbred worth compenfates foreign power • 

Where slowly turns the Southern Pole » 
And diftant Conftellations roll , 
A Sea-girt Continent lies hurl'd 
That keeps the balance of the world ; 
But feltrcd fogs , and hoary froft 
Defend th'inhofpitable Coaft, 
Which , veil'd from fight , eludes the Pilot's care , 
And leaves him fiVd in Ice , a ftatue of Defpair. 

By difficulties then repell'd 
Shall Britons quit fair Honor's field ? 
No ! - Soon beneath th'Antarctic Sky, 
Their fails shall fwell , their ftandards flyf 
Soften with Arts unknown before 
The favage on the fca-beat shore ; 
And teach him to lament that Hero's doom 
Who firft their lands defcried, and feu'd them for his tomb. 
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To that third world the wond'ring Mufe 
Britannia* thy brave Chief purfues , 
When , with pofleflive ftep , the fand 
He proudly prints at thy command; 
Second to none , let this be dear , 
Nor weep the weftern Hemifphere ; 
By Poets promifed , and by Fate prepar'd 
Here fix thy mild domain, here reap thy juft reward. 

Meanwhile , when Retrofpeftion lends 
Her glafs to view long-parted friends , 
And the forsaken Parent fees 
With fighs her diftant Colonies; 
Dircft the tube , 'twill shew for thee 
Realms fcatter'd rhro' Immenfity : 
For fo Urania diftated to Fame 
That new difcover'd ftars should wear thyGeorge's ntme. 

What if thofe happier regions hold 
No filver bright , nor burnish'd gold , 
Nor Commerce thence could hope return 
By flying navigators borne , 
Tho taught by France they gayly dare 
Upheld thro'atmofpheric air. 
Arts lblid treafures wait thy equal mind , 
In vain by Ocean's belt fromage to age confin'd . 



If rolling worlds like ours b?Iow , 
Or light-difpenfing funs they glow , 
May we not juftly call them thine , 
Britannia! thro' whofe glafs they shine, 
When in the moon thy piercing eye 
Unhoped for objects can defcry , 
To thee thofe objefts every power mud yield , 
As won by wifdom's worth on Luna's argent field . 

Italia firft , ( for thus my heart 
The pleafing tale delights t'impart) 
Italia firir eflay'd to foar , 
And dar'd the dang'rous truth explore : 
In vain, the fceptre quits her hands, 
While Fate her envied power withftands, 
And, quench'd on Earth her onccdiftinguish'd flame, 
Scatters in empty fpace her fecond air-built name . 

So Deltiny the youthful tread 
Of earlier Eaftern nations led ; 
So funk their glory, quench'd their light, 
That dazzled once the wond'ring fight : 
Much Albion yet we hope from thee , 
Tho others boast the pencil free, 
Each fofter Art with more fuccefs difplay , 
Or range more numerous hofts in battle's firm array . 
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Meantime to Glory's ardent chace 
Still' animate thy hardy race; 
Hunt Science thro her laft retreats, 
Ard rifle her of all her fweets; 
O'er Arts and Arms extend thy reign , 
And cover with thy fleets the main; 
Soft Pleafure's all-reducing paths defpife , 
With pniUne vigor warm , with rough experience wife . 




EPISTLE 



TO TWfi MARQUIS 



1PPOL1TO P1NDEMONTE 



W Here ftately Venice views with confcious pride 
Palladian ftrucYures in her trembling tide , 
And bids with annually repeated vows 
The folemn Doge his green-hair'd Bride efpoufe, 
As in old time the nuptial pomp was feen 
Of Pelcus and his filver-slipper'd Queen ; 
There fince the favage Turk o'errurn'd her Fane 

* In the fair Isle that own'd her blifsful reign, 
The Cyprian Goddefs all her power difplays , 
And bids new vot'ries kneel , new Altars blaze : 
There for a while her winning influence ftole 
In gentle languors on my captive foul ; 

To Pleafure's ev'ry haunt at eafe convey 'd 
In the foft gondola fupinely laid , 
No other cares could then my thoughts employ 
But indolent to glide from joy to joy \ 

* Cfprus ettce hthnging to the VcVttiant . 



AT VERONA. 
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In fprightly converfe fpecd the hours away 
At the throng' J Fair, or the Caflino gay; 
Oe'r the wide Theatre** half circle range , 
Transported with the fond purfuit of change, 
While in each box new charms mine eyei engage, 
Nor let them ever wander to the ftage! 
Prolong at Beauty's fide , fupremely bleft , 
The blithe repaft , till Phoebus warn'd to reft* 
Lead thro' the mazy dance her nimble feet; 
Or prefs her wanton in the lone retreat ! 

Meanwhile, enfeebled by tbefe fort delights. 
No more each ferious task my foul invites, 
But Nature's felf was blotted from my thought, 
With all the wond'rous works the Arts have wrought y 
Forgot each charm the rural profpeft yields, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields; " 
Forgot each darling object that from home 
Led my free fteps through foreign lands to roam , 
The late-found coin's time-confecrated ruft, 
The glowing canvas, and the breathing bud, 
Of Architects renown'd each chalte defign , 
Th' Italian Mufe's rich poetic mine ! 
Ah! how unlike to thee, whom ftill fccure 
In Pleafure's lap fair Science can allure, 

* 

A Fair , t bo y no place of fashionable refort in England, 
it at Venice frequented by the beji Comfanj . 



Nor more thy own * UlyflTes could difdain, 
The cup Circean , or the Syren's drain . 

But fudden when I left th' enchanted Isles 9 
And faw around the fpring's returning fmiles, 
(Unmark'd before the Sea Ton's gradual courfe) 
My wonted taftes returned with double force; 
Like one long toft on the tempeftuous Main , 
Who joys to view his parent Earth again , 
The green leaf sharing in the balmy gale , 
The flowers that fcent the dew-befprinkled vale, 
The vines in rich feftoons fo gaily hung , 
The tender blade which fcem'd that moment fprung, 
Rais'd in my foul fuch tranfport and fur prize, 
t I thought Elyfium opening to my eyes! 

While thefe emotions Mem'ry loves to trace . 
She gives Verona a diftinguish'd place, 
Where ftill the vaft Arena towers fublime, 
Stupendous work that mocks the rage of Time ! 
Where roaming Adige with rapid force 
Thro* antique arches roll his founding courfe; 
Where , Fancy , Science , Tafte , with thee refide. 
With thee whofe friendship is my joy and pride! 

* 

(*) In allufon to a Tragedy written by the Marquis on 
tbefnbjeH of the lafl Book of Homer's Odyffey . 

(f) At Venice there are neither fields nor gardens fo that 
the progreft of the Seafons is quite imperceptible . 
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* And ftlll she adds the gen'rous Albert's name , 
Meek Nature's lover with enthufiaft flame j 
Led up the hills by his attentive care. 
To view her fcenes , and breathe the morning air , 
While he unlock'd his learning's copious (lore, 
Whate'er we faw , his converfe charm'd me more • 
And lov'd Pagani, who in tuneful lays 
Has fung fo well the object of my praife» 
Fair Beatrice— were mine his accents fweet 
Each Tufcan Echo should that name repeat! 
Uluftrious City! may thy modern fame 
Rival the luflre of thine antient name, 
For fT ill thy fons the fav'ring Mufe infpires, 
And thy fair daughters share her genial fires ; 
Bound female brows when living laurels twine ,"\ 
Broader they fpread and more refplendent shine; > 
Exult— a Veria , a Mofconi's thine ! J 



(*) The author could not ovoid paying this small tribute of 
efleem t* per font , tokofe kin due ft and agreeable conver fa- 
tten Be mujlever remember with gratitude and delight . 



Confoled by ftudy here I find repofc, 
Each quiet day in even tenor flows, 
And the famed Gall'ry to my curious fight 
Prefents exhauftlefs fubjects of delight; 
Chief to the lov'd * Tribuna*s facred feat 
Full oft my rapt'rous vifits I repeat . 
Hence ye prophane , whom luft of wealth or power 
Forbid to know one tafteful feeling hour , 
Hence boift'rous Mirth of manners coarfe and rude , 
Hence gloomy Care , nor here your fteps intrude ! 
Thus undifturb'd whene'er I look around , 
Some matchlefs work on ev'ry fide is found . 
On the foft bed fee Titian's Fair recline; 
Her naked charms that with full luftre shine , 

♦ Tbe name of that room belonging to tbe Gallery in 
tobichtbe mofl valued pieces of painting and fculpture 
are preferv % d—Wbat is generally caWd Titian's Ve- 
nus is here confident only as a beautiful woman , 
as she bas none of the ufual attendants of tbe 
Goddefs . — Tbe Samian maid is tbe Sibyl , and 
Raphael's faint tbe S.* John— Tbe fiatue of tbe liflener 
is commonly known by tbe name of tbe Arrotiuo , 
and is fupprfed to reprefeut tbe slave tabo firfl di- 
f cover d Cataline*s Confpiracy—lt feems almtfl un- 
necefary to add that tbe Venus is tbe famous Venus 
of Medicis . 
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Her wantdn eyes that " dart contagions fire , " 
Prompt the loofe wish , and lawlefs loves infpire , 
In tender Guido's fofter ftyle expreft, 
With heav'n-fix'd eye , and arms that crofs her breaft, 
The meek Madona's looks devout and pure 
To chatter , holier , blifs my hopes allure . 
Rapt into future times, "the Samian Maid, 
By bold Guercino's powerful hand difplay'd, 
Tranfported the prophetic fl me receives; 
How vain if winds difperfe the fateful leaves I 
A ftronger infpi ration shines confeft 
In Raphael's faint, and fills his lab'ring breaft} 
In bloom of youth while he fequefter'd dwells 
Mid defart wilds , rude rocks, and gloomy dells, 
His wide-extended arm , and ardent eye 
Proclaim his hallow'd million from on high! 
Much more of Picture's toil adorns the walls* 
But Sculpture too my admiration calls. 
How each fierce wreftler (trains his finewy frame, 
Exulting that, and this deprefs'd with shame! 
What fix'd attention in his face appears 
Who unobferv'd the dreadful project hears. 
And while dark-plotting Treafon fpreads around, 
His work fufpends to drink the fearful found ! 
As if from Tempi's vale by magic drawn , 
How full of mirth and glee the dancing Faun; 
Such forms poetic eyes alone have feen 
Skim the green lawn , or glance thick shades between I 
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What wondVous grace and harmony divine 
In young Apollo's fair proportions shine! 
Nor thefe can long detain my eager fight 
While Venus' (till more perfeft charms invite; 
Great mafter-piece of art above all praife , 
Grown to the fpot I there could ever gate* 
Pygmalion-like , enamor'd of a (lone , 
Heave the vain figh , and pour the fruitlefs moan ! 

And frequent by the taper's trembling light 
Sweet Poefy beguiles the fleeting night ; 
Whether his page I turn whofe fong hath told 

* Of pious arms led on by Godfroy bold ; 

t Or his of beauteous Dames, andburnish'd Knights, 
Fierce wars , and courteous deeds , and love's delights; 
Or loft in grief o'er Laura's mournful bier, 
With Petrarch drop the fadly-pleafmg tear ; 
Or in thy verfe brave Elliott's glory view , 
And the proud ftory of his fame purfuc , 
Which loftier honors from a (hanger gains 
Than from his native Mufe's warbled ftrains; 
The British tube thus foreign fages rear 
To trace the wonders of the ftarry Sphere, 
And while each Conftellation's brighter shewn , 
Prefer our ftronger glafles to their own . 

Florence 14. July 1785. 

(*) Canto t arme piettfe , t it Capitano . Taflb . 
(t) Le dtnne , i cavalier, T arme , gli amort , 

U corteft . Ar lotto . 
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SONNET 

WRITTEN AT VENICE 

Fled each bright form , and hush'd each tuneful found , 
As home I glide from the Caflino gay ; 
In the dark gondola clofe curtain'd round , 
Alone and chearlefs o'er the watr'y way . 

* M ethinks , an exile from the golden day , 

Stern Death has placed me on the Stygian bound. 
( So busy Fancy does the fcene pourtray , ) 
Pale ghofts appear, and shrieks of woe refound ! 
Meanwhile my abfent Fair I vainly crave ; 
Far other thoughts her pi e fence would infpire. 
For love's bright Queen ( fo fung the Grecian Choir) 
Who rofe exulting from the azure wavc t 
Here bids her native Element confpiro 
To aid the purpofef of foft defire ! 

(•) Nothing can be more gloomy than returning home at 
night in one of tbefe fingular vehicles , tohich being 
cover J with black cloth very much refemlle a bearfe , 
and the dashing of the Oar g reminds on* of Charon and 
the flyx ( but being wonderfully calculated for Intrigue , 
they are generally confideid at the favorite fcene of 
Venetian tranfportt . 



SERENADE 



o'er the Tufcan plain wild Winter threw 
His midnight mantle of a fable hue, 
Where far-famed Florence rears her marble pride , 
And aged Arno's varying waters glide ; 
Beneath the terrace of his much-loved fair , 
With locks dishevel'd, and with bofom bare, 
A fond Italian thus exprefted his pain, 
Struck the foft lyre , and pour'd the vocal ftraia . 



If she I love be now repofed 
In folded arms of downy sleep, 
I'm well content to watch, and weep, 
My eyes are never clofed . 

For I adore that angel face , 
I love her beaury to defpair , 
Her azure eye, and auburn hair, 
Her bofom's matchlefs grace . 
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Alas ! no other joy have I , 
Bur near this window's glimm'ring ray , 
To breathe in vain the urtlefs lay 
Of genuine mifery . 

Now dreary darknefs reigns around , 
And nought shall trouble her repofe , 
Save the sharp wind that rudely blows 
With melancholy found . 

But not the feeble note I raife, 
Sh ill e'er difturb her slumb'ring ear » 
Nor could I wish my fair to hear , 
Becaufe I fing her praife , 

For aM the treafurcs of the Eaft , 
For ev'ry monarch's glitr'ring crown , 
I would not have my ufelefs moan 
Invade her rosy reft . 

And O may Pafilon never heave 
That breaft the fond abode of joy, 
Love would her happinefs deftroy , 
And teach her how to grieve . 



**>( 34 >** 



She then would feel the rending figh, 
Would mourn perhaps the live-long night , 
Unknown to peace , or calm delight , 
As fad , as loft as I . 



Blow, blow, ye winds, defcend ye rains , 
I fcorn the torrent and the blaft, 
Ills fuch as thefe are quickly paft , 
Eternal are my pains . 



But fince my fair one is repofed , 
In folded arms of downy sleep , 
I'm well content to watch , and weep , 
My eyes are never clofed . 
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SERENATA 



TRADOTTA DAL DOTTORE 



LORENZO PIGNOTTI 



• Rcmea 1'inverno, e fopra il fuol Tirrcno 
Stendea la mezza notte il velo ombrofo , 
Quando la dove Flora il capo ameno 
Erge, c la bagna Arno col piede ondofo, 
Con fcarmigliate chiome, c nudo feno 
Dell* idol fuo fotto il balcon, dogliofo 
Un Amante i fuoi teneri lamenti 
Accord6 fulla lira in quefti accenti . 

Se ncl grembo al dolce oblio 
Or ripofa T idol mio , 
Veglin par queir' occhi e fieno 
Scmprc apcrti a lacrimar ! 

M' arde O dio quel bel fembiante , 
V occhio azzurro , il crine turato, 
£ del petto delicato 
II foave palpi tar. 




Refrigerio altro non fcnto 
Che narrare il mio tormento 
Al balcone , ond' efce appena 
Fioco e tremulo fplendor . 

Begna intanto il cupo orrore, 
Nulla turba il fuo ripofo, 
Che del vento il procellofo 
Malinconico rumor . 

Di fua placida quiete 

Ah non rompa Tore chete 
Qnefto fuon , ne fappia mai 
Che di lei qui si cant6 . 

Tutto Tor, tutte lc gemrae 

Ah piuttofto io donerei, 

Che faper che il fonno a lei 

De miei verfi il fuon turbo. 

i 

Ah d'airor tiranno affctto 
Mai non entri nel fuo petto, 
Divenia troppo infelice 
E faprebbe il duol cos'*. 

Fra cocenti afpri martiri 
Notti intiere piangeria 
Senra fonno, e allor faria 
Infelice al par di me. 



*M 37 H* 

Frema pur la pioggia , e il vento , 
lo non euro il lor furore, 
Che ben prefto e nafce e muort , 
Ed etcrno e il mio penar. 

Ma giacche nel dolce obblio 
Or ripofa 1* idol mio , 
Veglin pur qucft'occhi e fieno 
S em pre aperti a lacrimal-. 




MADNESS 



T 

I'Ve loft my Love, I know not where, 

I ask'd her of the fiend Defpair, 

He Iook'd aghaft , and bade me go 

To the dark abode of woe . 

I'll fcek her in the glare of day , 

I'll feek her in the milky-way, 

1*11 feek her o'er the raging deep ; 

Yon wave shall rock her foul to sleep : 

Ye wanton Sea-Gods ! O beware 

And do not violate my fair . 

On fome far mountain lone, and drear, 

With arms acrofs she fits to hear, 

How the torrents rage in vain, 

Emblems of her Lover's pain . 

Or where Moon-light shuns the shade, 

Throws her down , my penfive maid , 

Tis the Roe-buck bounding by , 

Tis the Zephyr fcems to figh 

As his carelefs pinions rove, 

Tis perhaps the voice of Love . 

Do not ftart , nor hafte away , 

I have fought thee all the day, 



Yes, I fought thec in the cave 
Where the frantic furies rave, 
Dreadful was the brand they bore, 
One, her breaft was ftained with gore, 
One, her fnaky lock?, difplay'd , 
And told me of my beauteous maid* 
Told me she was funk to reft 
On my Rival's burning breaft; 
And the other fmiled to heart 
Curfe on her malignant fneer ! 
Now I fteal the Eagle's wing, 
Like the Bird of Sorrow fing , 
I will hover o'er my fair, 
And my fong shall pierce the air, 
Song of fury, mix'd with woe, 
Deep , pathetic , wild , and slow ; 
Echo, if she chance to hear , 
Shall only anfwer with a tear. 
Once around my fair I twin'd , 
Where the rofe embraced the wind, 
And the plaintive Shepherd's lay 
Soothed the parting ear of day . 
Was it rapture , was it pain , 
Was it hope that fired my vein , 
As I preflfed my rarish'd fair ? 
She I loved was never there . 
Some are mad for love they fay , 
Others light, and others pray, 
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Others lay them down and weep < 
Hush, my tyrant finks to sleep. 
Not a leaf shall trembling move 
To dilhirb the maid I lore, 
Near her bed of many a flower 
I will guard her slumb'fing hour, 
With the mighty fword , of yore 
That the ruthlefs Giant bore . 
Not the Genius of the Itorm 
Shall approach her lovely form, 
Ruffian ! wouldft thou dare poflefs 
Her I love with rude carefs ? 
There's my love , I fee her there, 
I know her by her dreaming hair, 
I know her by her bofom's fnow, 
By her froien heart below ; 
I know her by her flaming eye, 
'Tis she, have mercy, for I die. 



ODE 

TO T//fi 

VENUS OF MEDICIS 



(^Ueen of each tender thought and fort defire , 
Whofe matchlefs beauties hefe in marble shine, 

Who did ft th'enraptur'd Greek's proud art infpire 
To form this femblance of thy charms divine . 

To this thv beft-loved image , Goddefe fair , 
Let me not bring my votive gifts in vain ; 

No milk-white doves , no bleating lambs are there, 
With guiltlefs blood thy purer shrine to ftain . 

But dearer trophies, which to thee I owe, 
Soft notes that fpeak the mighty force of love, 

TrefTes the fond believing Fair bellow, 
In meaning forms, and myftic cyphers wove. 

Now all around obey thy gladd'ning voice , 
And rove in pairs to woo the young dcfiresj 

In Hymen's bands my British friends rejoice , 
The glowing natives burn with loofer fires, 



I haplefs torn from all my foul held dear 
Am now no more with love's foft tranfports blest, 

No fond delights my lingering moments chear , 
A death-like calm ufurps my vacant breaft . 

O Goddefs fair , by all that could fubdue 

War's furious God to feek thofc gentle charms , 

By all the tides of joy that once you knew 
When bleft Adonis languish'd in your arms. 

. O once again the genial flame impart, 

I court the blifs , nor dread the pleafing woe, 
Chafe then this cold indifference from my heart , 
Bid fome kind Fair with equal paffion glow . 

Then too my bread: shall feel poetic fire, 
And British Mufes haunt the Tufcan Plain; 

As oft they come when Merey ftrikes the lyre. 
And raptur'd Arno liftens to his {train . 
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W Hile Venus infpires , and fuch verfes you ling 

As Prior might envy and praife; 
While Merry can mount on the eagle's wide wing, 

Or melt in the nightingale's lays : 
On the beautiful banks of this claflical lYreara 

While Berth can carelefsly rove, 
Dividing his hours and varying his theme 

With Philofophy, Friendship and Love. 

In vain all the beauties of Nature or Art, 

To rouze my tranquillity tried ; 
Too often faid I has this languishing heart 

For the charms of celebrity figh'd: 
Now footh'd by foft Muiick's feducing delights , 

With reciprocal tendernefs bleft J 
No more will I pant for poetical flights, 

Or let vanity rob me of reft . 



t The Slave and the Wreftlers what are they tome! 

From plots and contention remov'd ; 
* And Job with mil lefs fatisfaaion I fee 

When ! think on the pains I have prov'd . 
It was thus that I fought in oblivion to drown 
Each thought from remembrance that flows , 
Thus Fancy was ftagnant I honeftly own , 
But I call'd that ftagnation repofe . 

Now wak'd by my Country-men's voice once again 

To enjoyment of pleafures long pair, 
Her powers claftick the foul shall regain, 

And recall her original tafte . 
Like the loadftone which long lay conccal'd in the earth , 

Among metals that glitter'd around , 
Inactive her talents , and only call'd forth , 

When the ore correfpondent was found . 

(t) Two celebrated pieeet of fculpture in the Tribuna . 
(*) The fine picture of lot in t be fame place by Bartolomeo 
dd I a Porta . 
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To M." P I O Z Z I 

IN REPLY 

WRITTEN ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF HER WEDDING 

2$ JULY 178$. 

T 

-I Ho' " footh'd by fort Musick's Educing delights H 
" And bleft with reciprocal love •, M 
Th.'fe cannot impede your poetical flights , 

For (till friends to the Mufes they prove. 
Then fitting fo gaily your table around , 

Let us all with glad fympathy view 
What joys in this fortunate union abound , 

This union of Wit and Virtu ! 

May the day which now fees you fo mutually bleft 

In full confidence, love, and eftecm , 
Still return with increafe of delight to your bread, 

And be Hymen your favorite theme . 
Nor fear that your fertile ftrong Genius can fail , 

All thoughts of " ftagnation " difpell , 
The Fame which fo long has attended a Thrali 

A Piozzi alone can excell! 



As the ore mult for ever obedient be found 

By the load-ftone attrafted along , 
So in England you drew all the Poets around 

By the magical force of your fong : 
The fame power on Arno's fair fide you retain , 

Your talents with wonder we fee; 
And we hope from your converfe chofe talents to gain » 

Tho like magnets— in Gnallet degree! 
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VERSES 



SENT TO 



COUNT VITXORIO ALFIERI 



IN RETURN FOR A PRESENT OF HIS TRAGEDIES 



famed Italia's wintry plain , 
The tragic Mufe was heard to figh , 
She pour'd a foul-fubduing ftrain. 
No fancied forrows fiU'd her eye. 



A longing look of grief fincere » 
She grafp'd her bleeding dagger fell, 
That oft she feem'd incline to rear . 

The Genius of the Northern Pole , 
Drove headlong forth the temper's rage , 

To match the fury of her foul , 
By dreadful fymoathy aiTuage. 



AT PISA 




But on the poifon'd bowl she caft 



Around the gather'd ftorms defcend , 
The flak'd fnow chills her whiter bread , 

Which all-tumultuous Paffions rend , 
As thus her plaintive voice expreft . 

„ O Italy renown'd of yore 
„ For fons who felt my nobleft fire ! 

H Say can'ft thou boaft fuch fons no more, 
n Say muft the heavenly flame expire ? 

Curfed be the hour when fenfe refign'd 
„ The fceptre of her proud domain , 
„ When found alone ufurp'd the mind, 
11 And here began the fbrcelefs reign. 

„ In antient Rome my well-wrought fcenc, 
„ Excited virtue , charm'd the brave , 

„ My voice fublime, and rigid mien , 
„ Abash'd the coward and the slave . 

„ Not Sophocles , th* Athenian pride , 
„ Could higher raife the thrilling woe, 

„ Scarce * He who late on Avon's fide , 
„ Taught ftern Britannia's tear to flow . 

(*) Sbakefptart . 
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„ But fee o'er all rhefe hills and vales, 
„ Where a&ive learning ufed to rove , 

„ With dark'ning pinion Ign'rance fails, 
„ And fadly glooms each claflic grove. 

„ Ah what avail your fummer skies, 
„ Ah what avail your glories paft? 

„ Thofe view no feeling Bard arife, 
„ Thefe like myfelf , are funk at laft. 

She spoke , and on the banks of Po 
In defolation threw her down , 

The River-God who heard her woe, 
Rofe from the wave with coral crown. 

And on his venerable brow. 

Where time had marked exprefllve grace, 
Was wove the Delphic laurel-bough, 

That half conceal'd his awful face, 

„ Mourn not ( he cried ) majeftic Power ! 

„ For on my banks a Bard is found , 
„ Who culls for thee each myftic flower, 

„ And wakes thy lyre's enchanting found. 

d 
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„ No trivial Bard, his lays reveal 
„ A pathos deep, and warble wild, 

„ That bid the ftarting paflions feel ; 
„ Melpomene receive thy child ! 

He ceafed , and vanish'd from her view, 
While the pale Mufe was charm'd to hear 

That dill one genuine poet knew 
To raife the fadly-pleafing tear. 

With folemn ftcp she ftalk'd along, 

And reach'd the tow' ring height of fame. 

She blew the trumpet loud and itrong, 
That told around Alfieri's name. 
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'ODE 

T O 

INDOLENCE 



O 



peace to yonder tumult rude 
That burfts upon my folitude ! 
And mingles with the ftorm afar , 
The frantic ravings of defpair, 
While thro' the dreary deep of air, 
Thy fatal voice is heard , O blood-ftain'd war ! 
Yes, now the Paflions wildly rage, 
And fadly gloom the human fcene ; 
Forgotten all the poet's page, 
His penfive joys , and hour ferene . 
O hence, ye fury paflions, hence! 
But welcome to my longing arms, 
Array'd in all thy fober charms , 
Mild tranquil Indolence! 
For much I love to view thy melting eye, 
Thy wanton trefles carelefs fly , 
The zonclcfs breaft, the open grace, 
The vagrant undetcrmin'd pace , 
The afpeft bland , the form benign , 
The winning air, and smile divine. 

(*) A vtry few copies of this Ode, which was written daring 
the war , have keen already printed , but in an 
imperfecJ manner . 
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Amid the filent noon of night , 
When failing on in luftre bright, 
O'er pathlefs wilds, and mountains drear, 
The pale moon throws her filver ray , 
Guiding the Pilgrim's lonely way , 
To where the convent's diftant fpires appear ; 
O then thou lov'ft, at eafe reclin'd, 
With contemplation by thy fide, 
Where gently fteals the whifp'ring wind, 
And foft the lmg'ring waters glide, 
To think, alas! how short, how vain, 
The rich man's boaft , the poor man's woe ! 
What madnefs to exult below, 
What folly to complain ! 
See hope'* gay altars by fresh vot'rics drefl: , 
The fwarm of yefterday at reft, 
Thofe budding flow'rs their feafonsgave, 
Have prov'd the blofToms of the grave, 
And death alike shall foon efface, 
The glories of the prefent race . 

O Goddefs! wave thy lily hand, 
That meekly bears the magic wand , 
To foothe the mental florin to reft; 
And now life's drops unruffled flow, 
Nor burn with rage , nor chill with woe ; 
But all is fweet, and tranquil, in the breaftj 
Nought now the placid foul can move , 



Digitized by Google 



Save Pity comes with tear-ful eye, 

Or the fixt gaze of feeling Love, 

Or gentle Mercy's heart-felt figh : 

Yet thefe will not difturb thy cell , 

For Echo's dirge-like notes , and clear , 

Shall oft inform thy lift'ning ear, 

With thefe the virtues dwell . 

And fee the fleecy clouds tranfparent fly, 

Leaving ferene the fummer's sky , 

And fee gray Evening's gloom appears, 

While Nature melts in dewy tears . 

O hither come , and bring with thee > 

The rural nymph, Simplicity. 

Where Arno's waves uncertain flow, 
Where rapid rolls the brighter Po, 
Oft have I woo'd thee, Goddefs dear! 
To blefs with eafe my future days , 
From cenfure far , or noisy praife : 
O may thy clarion Fame! fublime to hear, 
Be ever to my fenfcs mute ; 
Tis true the thrilling notes are ftrong, 
Yet cannot charm like Pity's lute, 
Nor Philomela's plaintive fong . 
Beneath his courfer's boundings fleet, 
The laurel'd Hero as he goes , 
Tramples unfecn full many a rofe , 
Nor heeds the perfume fwcet . 



But thou, indulgent Pow'r ! canft point the way, 
Where all the milder plcafurcs ftray , 
The upland lawns, the shad'wy vales, 
Cool lucid ftreams , and tepid gales, 
And where the feather'd choir around, 
Wanton amid the wilds of found. 

Each haughty tyrant fcorns to tread 
Thy fimple path , with flow'rs befpread ; 
He too , whofe fordid foul requires 
Still to encreafe his daily heap, 
Who leaves th* unfriended race to weep, 
Bafe, wretched vi&im to his own defires* 
Alas! his bofom ne'er shall feel, 
The blifs thy radiant fmiles beftow, 
When foft thy 'luring slumbers fteal, 
And charm away the fenfe of woe: 
But bright Content shall thee be near, 
And oft , to catch the breerc , unfold 
Her waving locks of downy gold , 
And chafe the rifing tear . 
There glowing Genius shall in rapture mufe , 
And round his holy rays diffufe , 
With comprchenfive thought shall (can* 
The windings in the maze of Man . 
And thus with thee my limbs reclin'd , 
Far from the world shall foar my mind. 
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▼ ▼ Hen Winter chills the dreary plain , 
And binds the floods in chryftal chain* 
If chance a tranflent fun-beam cheer 
The heav'nly Maid I molt revere , 
How have I wish'd that beam to be 
For her who never thinks of me ! 

When burning Summer's heats arife, 
And languid nature drooping lies, 
If chance a palling gale might bring 
The cooling fragrance of the fpring , 
How have I wish'd that gale to p e 
For her who never thinks of me ! 

The morning dew that wets the rofe , 
It's blooming tints mof? lovely shews, 
So on that angel face appears 
The pearly luftre of her tears , 
When other's woe she weeps to fee* 
But O ! she never thinks of me . 



The trav'ler on fome mountain's fide , 
Who dreads the dangers yet untried , 
Amid the night's bewild'ring noon 
Enraptur'd views the rifing moon : 
So I rejoice the form to fee 
Of her who never thinks of me . 

Where'er her mournful footsteps go , 
My thoughts attend in filent woe; 
When clad in fmiles her charms appear, 
My ravish'd foul is ever near : 
Nought can my vanquish'd fancy fee, 
But her who never thinks of me. 

When round the Youths in tranfport gaie, 
And love forbids the pow'r of praife ; 
While she with artlefs mien beguiles , 
And fweetly wounds with fatal fmiles j 
Her triumphs frill I'm fond to fee, 
Altho' she never thinks of me . 

Then go , fair hope ! for ever go ; 
Here will I nourish deareft woe \ 
For forrow's felf can fweets impart j 
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the heart, 
And fwect to die 'twill furely be 
For her , who never thinks of me . 
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A FABLE 
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o 

V-^Nce on a time an Afi would be 

* 

A Cricick upon Melody ; 

Tho* when himfelf began to fing 

TrT affrighted birds were on the wing: 

No more the turtle woo'd his love ; 

Each nightingale forfook the grove ; 

And fcarce a bead upon the plain , 

But mock'd the miferable drain •, 

Yet flatt'ring foxes fimper'd near , 

And vow'd he had a charming ear . 

PleasM with their praife, the ftrutting brute 

Defpis'd the humble shepherd's lute , 

Defpis'd the linnet's artlefs fong , 

'T was now too weak, and now too ftrong; 

In fpitc of all the world might fay , 

The only mufick was — — to bray . 



S O N E T T O 

DELL' ABBATE PARINI 



1L PALLONE AEREOSTATICO . 
E % U Macchiua cbt porla 



_iCco del rnondo e maraviglia e gioco , 

Farmi grand e in un punto c lieve io fento , 
E col fa mo ncl grembo , e a piedi il fbco , 
Salgo per l'aria, e mi confido al vento . 

E mentre aprir nuovo cammino io tento 
A T uom , ctli Ponda e cui la terra * poco, 
Fra incerti moti e Tancor dubbio even to , 
Alto gridando la Natura invoco. 

Oh madre delle cofe! arbitrio prenda 
L' uomo per me dt quefto aereo regno , 
Se cid fia mai che piu beato il renda; 

Ma fe nuocer poi dee , V audace ingefno 

Perda V opra e il configlio , e fa ch' io fplenda 
D v una ftolta impotent* cterno fegno . 



SO P RA 
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IMITATION 

OF THE FOREGOING SONNET 

ON AN 

AIR BALLOON 

In empty fpace behold me hurl'd , 
The fport and wonder of the World; 
Who eager gaze while I afpire 
Expanded with aerial fire. 

And fince Man's felfish race demands 
More empire than the feas or lands; 
For him my courage mounts the skies , 
Invoking Nature whilft I rife. 

Mother of all! if thus renVd, 
My flights can benefit Mankind; 
Let them by me new realms prepare » 
And take pofleflion of the air • 

But if to ills alone I lead , 
Quickly, oh quick let me recede, 
Or blaze, a fplendid exhibition, 
A beacon for their mad Ambition ! 



ENIGMA 

Haw! una cofa la qual non * viva , 
E par che viva, fe gli vai dinanti, 
E fe tu fcrivi par era che fcriva , 
E fe tu canti parera cbe canti, 
E fe ti afFacci feco in profpettiva , 
Ti dira tuoi difetti tutti quanti : 
Ma fe fdegnofo gromeri tu volti, 
Sparifce anch' ella , e torna fe ti volti . 

IMITATED 

I Saw a curious thing to day : 
Oh then defcribe it to me pray ! 
Twas like myfelf , fo like indeed , 
My own defe&s I there could read ; 
My own perfe&ions there approve , 
And triumph in platonick love ; 
Seem'd with my eyes alone to fee, 
And glow with fenfibility: 
With correfpondent aftions grace 
My fong — and dwell upon my face : 
Yet thus expert in frown and fmile , 
There's no great feeling all the while , 
For if in tryal of the heart , 
I feign in anger to depart ; 
Ages unfought might I remain 
Nor my loft friend e'er find again . 
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ARIETTA 



amor fotto la forma 
D' amifta ride e $' afconde, 
Poi fi mefce e fi confonde 

Col difpctto c col rancor? 
In pietadc fi trasforma , 
Par traftullo e par dilerto, 
Ma nel fuo diverfo afpetto 
Sempre egli & lo fte lib amor. 



IMITATED 



Wh en larking Love in ambush lies 
Under Friendship's fair difguife , 
When he wears an angry mien , 
Imirating fpite or fpleen ; 
When like forrow he feduces , 
When like pleafure he amufes, 
Still howe'er the parts are caft , 
'Tis but lurking Love at laft . 



TRANSLATION 

OF AN ITALIAN SONNET 

UPON 

AN ENGLISH WATCH 



KJh skilPd to meafure day and night ! 

Small elegant machine ; 
On which to pore with fix'd delight 
Britannia's fons are fcen . 



Time fell deftroyer holds his place 
Triumphant o'er thy wheels* 

And on the fair enamel'd race 
Imprints each hour he fteals . 

While one by one the minutes fly 
Touch'd by thy magic hand, 

Each (till reproaching with a fighj 
Dull duty's lingering band , 

Wouldft thou from thy prolific breaft 
One hour to me refign , 

Willing to Fate I'd yield the reft, 
That hour of blifc be mine ! 




Digitized by Google 



SONG 

I^Ard fate! enslaved by foreign eyes, 
I now can pour my amorous ftrain 

But to the tender pitying skies , 

But to the lonely liftening plain . 

Full oft in Britain's diftant Isle 

I Ting a falfe ideal flame , 
Till many a Nymph my lays beguile 

Who thinks herfelf my fondeft aim. 

But now while real paffion burns, 

I tune my voice, my lyre I firing, 

A deafen'd ear my Charmer turns , 
Alas ! she knows not what I ling . 

Her modeft grace , her gentle foul , 
Her fair complexion's lily hue , 

All thefe she from Britannia ftole, 

Why ftole she not the language too » 

Or why , to breathe a fofter lay , 

Why is not btrs beftow'd by Love, 

Shot in her eye's commanding ray 
Like inspiration from above ! 



i 



While numerous coxcombs troop around $ 

Trite thoughts in hacknied phrafe they tell 

Like daws in borrow'd plumage found ; 
She wonders tbty can talk fo well . 

My efforts, when in tendereft (train 
I would my raptur'd foul exprefs , 

Th'impcrfeft accents render vain , 

For what is thought deprived of drefs ? 

Come then , for Love muft not defpair , 
Sweet incenfe of perfuafive fighs , 

Meek homage of attentive care , 
And filent eloquence of eyes ! 
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ODE 



T O 



SLEEP 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 



JLN Ow ebon shades oblcure the room » 
And no kind rays the fcene illume , 
Save through the pane in languid fhcams 
The wan Moon sheds her yellow beams , 
With checquer'd radiance decks the ground, . 
And gently gilds the gloom around . 
— At this lone hour when Midnight reigns 
With filence o*er the twilight plains , 
While drowsy birds forget to fing , 
No echoes in the forelt ring, 



But all is hush'd in deep repofe , 
Shall I alone fad vigils keep ? 
Why doft thou fly me gentle Sleep ? 
O'ercome with toil the cottag'd fwain 
Is fure thy partial fmiles to gain , 
On hardy bed outftretch'd he lies, 
And ready slumbers clofe his eyes. 




No zephyr through the valley blows 
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* E'en the poor fea-boy on the ma ft 
Thou deign'st to lock in fetters fall , 
Tho' round him blows the whistling gale, 
And rattling shrouds his ears aflTail. 
Nor dolt thou to the slave refufe 
The balm of thine oblivious dews, 
He, yielding to thy welcome fway, 
Flies from his tyrant far away, 
Efcapes the fcourge and galling chains , 
And temporary freedom gains. 
Lo! where, with weight of forrows preft, 
Pale Grief reclines and finks to reft, 
E'en pining Care forgets his woes, 
And Pain to thee a refpite owes . 
Love only thou forfak'n\0 Sleep, 
Love only wakes — and wakes to weep ! 
Once thou wert wont unfought to shed 
Thy peaceful poppies o'er my head, 
But fince my Stella's angel charms 
Have fill'd my foul with foft alarms, 
Sadly I wafte the night in fighs , 
And no kind slumbers clofe mine eyes • 
Oh come ! diffufe thine influence bland , 
Steal on my fenfe with downy hand ; 
And Morpheus on thy friendly wing 
Some fweetly-foothing vifion bring . 

(*) Sbakefpeare's Henry IV. 
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I ask not dreams of high renown , 

The Poet's wreath , or Monarch's crown , 

Or to deform the fancied plain 

With clouds of fmoke , and hills of slain , 

Far, far, fuch aweful forms remove 

From him who only thinks of love , 

But bear me to fome vernal fcene , 

Empurpled mead , or alley green , 

Where o'er famed Arno's gentle tide 

The dark pines wave their umbrage wide , 

And bring my Stella to my mind 

Ah! bring her fair, and bring her kind 




Monsieur leDuc deNivernois ayavt demande' a 
Madame la Marechale de Mirepois uneboucle 

DE SES CHEVEUX . ELLE LA LUl ENVOYA AVEC LES 
VERS SUIVANTS . 

I * Fs voih! les cheveux depuis long terns blanchis, 
D'une longue union qu'ils foient pour vous lc gage! 
Je ne regrette rien dc ce que m'otat l'age, 

II m'a hi lie de vrais amis. 

On m'aime prcfqu'aurant , Sc j'aime d'avantage, 
L'altre de Tamitie luit dans l'hiver des ans. 
Fruit precieux du gout, de l'eitime , & du terns; 
On ne s'y meprend plus, on cede a fon empire, 
Et Ton joint fous les chcveux blancs 
Aux charmcs de s'aimer le droit de fe le dire. 

REPONSE DE MONSIEUR LE DUC 

Quoi! vous parler. de cheveux blancs! 
LaifTons , laiflbns courir le terns , 
Que vous importe fon ravage .' 
Les tendres coeurs en font exempts, 
Lcs Amours font toujour? enfants , 
Et les Graces font de tout age. 
Pour moi Themire je le fens , 
Je fuis toujours dans mon printemi 
Quand je vous offre mon hommage ; 
Si je n'avois que dix-huit ans , 
Je pourrois aimer plus long terns , 
Mais non pas aimer d'avantage . 
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FROM MADAME LA 
Marechale de Mirepois to Monsieur le Due 

DE NiVERNOIS WITH A LoCK OP HER HAIR 

IMITATED 

> Behold this lock which deck'd my face , 
But reft of all it's former grace; 
Long fince hath Time forbade to shine 
Each youthful charm that once was mine. 
Yet while my faithful friends remain, 
I cannot of his thefts complain, 
They love me ltill — I love them more, 
Such joys have I with trefles hoar. 

Friendship's bright ftar with purer rays 
Gilds the calm evening of our days ; 
No longer then , to doubts a prey , 
We dread fierce Love's imperious fway , 
And if a foft emotion rife, 
Sufpcct him veil'd in Friendship's guife* 
For well we know his power is o'er, 
He flies abash'd from trefTes hoar . 

Nor longer then does cufrom bind 
In tyrant chains the captive mind , 
And, when a tender thought we feel, 
us that tender thought conceal , 
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But without blushing we impart 
The chafte affeftions of the heart , 
This freedom ne'er enjoy'd before 
Has Age beftow'd with trefles hoar . 

THE ANSWER 

0 talk not thus of " treflTes hoar M , 

Let Time his deftin'd courfe purfuej 
For, Mira, we muft (till adore 

The charms he cannot (teal from you . 

Th' immortal beauties of the mind 
Elude the fell deftroyer's rage; 

The Loves in conftant youth we find , 
The Graces are of every age . 

For me while I fo far am Weft 

To hear thee , and thy fmiles behold , 
A youthful rapture fires my breaft, 

And I forget that I am old . 

If I had at this prefent hour 

Juft eighteen fummers meafur'd o'er , 

1 might have longer felt thy power , 

But ah ! I could not feel it more ! 



IMITATION OF ARIOSTO 

Sacripante's soliloquy , Orlando furioso Book I. 
( La VergiueUa c /mi it alia rofa ) 

The modeft Virgin, like a beauteous rofe 

That on its native (talk expands To fair, 
In the protecting shade fecurely blows, 

Nor flocks can browfe , nor shepherds riot there . 
Nurs'd by the kindly foil , and gentle rains , 

The perfum'd zephyrs, and the dews of morn | 
Sought by the love-lorn maids, and graceful fwains, 

Their breads to fcent, or their fair brows adorn . 

But from its parent branch if rashly torn , 

Too foon it's with'ring leaves in air are toft, 
Of Heav'n the pity, and of Earth the fcorn , 

It's grace , it's beauty , and it's pride are loft . 
Thus if fome rifler pluck that flower away , 

More precious far than all her beauty's ftore; 
The humbled Nymph muft lofe her general fway, 

O'er other breafts she then can reign no more: 

* 

Vile in all eyes but thofe of him alone 

For whom alas ! too much she knew to fpare. 
— This, cruel Fortune! prompts my endlefs moan, 

To others blifs , to me thou bring' ft defplir ! 
Yet can my alter'd heart forget to love? 

Can I what dearer is than life refign ? 
Ah ceafe this breaft to glow, this pulfe to move, 

And if I am not hers, let Death be mine ! 
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ANOTHER OF THE SAME 

Medoro's Inscription Book xxiii 

■ 

( Liete pi ante , verdi erbe , limpid* ac que 
Spehnc* opaca , e di fredde ombre grsta ) 

Dark cave , that ever doft cool shades retain , 

Gay blooming flow'rs , foft herbs , and limpid fpring. 
Where my kind fair, by others lov'd in vain, 

Would oft to me her yielding beauties bring. 
For all the tranfports which I here have known , 

All the dear aids that to your fcenes belong , 
I can repay ye but with verfe alone , 

Take then the grateful tribute of my fong . 
i 

And much all gentle lovers I intreat, 

Whether of mean or of illuftrious line , 
Travelers of every kind , whofe wand'ring feet 

May enter here, to join their vows with mine; 
That on this cave , and fiWrs , and herbs , and tide , 

The Sun , and Moon , and rural Pow'rs may shed 
Their influence kind , from hence conducing wide 

All flocks impure , and each unhallowed tread ! 



r 
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EPIGRAM 



OF ANGELO POLITIAN A TUSCAN WRITER 
OF THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY . 



Dum pulchva effcrtur nigro Simonctta pheretro, 
Blandus & exanimi fpirat in ore lepos; 

Na&us amor tempus quo non fibi turba caveret. 
Jecit ab occlufis mille faces oculis, 

Mille animos coepit viventis imagine rifus , 
Ac morti infultans, eft mea dixit adhuc . 

IMITATED 



on her bieT Sophronia calmly laid* 
Still in each feature beauty shines difplay'd ; 
And , unfufpeftcd by the mourning croud, 
Love fecret lurks beneath the veiling shroud , 
As tho in sleep's Toft arms she lay repofed , 
Still fends his darts from eyes fo lately clo fed , 
Bids her fair face preferve it's fmile divine , 
And fcorning Death, he cries," she ftill is mine ! 
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SONNET 

IMITATED FROM PETRARCH 
( Lcvommi it mh pen for iu parte ov'ers ) 

o N Fancy's wing to that third Heav'n I flew 
Where she whom I on earth ador'd in vain > 
In radiant beauty met my dazzled view; 
Her charms improv'd, and fofren'd her difdain 

Smiling she faid , if me you (till purfue , 
Let not your cheek unceafing forrows (tain » 
But calm content it's welcome reign renew ; 
Death took me early from a world of pain: 

Nor greater blifs can now my foul employ, 
* Till that fair veil which (till below remains. 
And you that lov'd it to my hopes are giv'n ; 

That union shall ere long compleat my joy : 
She ceas'd , or I , fo raptVous were the (trains, 
Had died with tranfport , and remain'd in Heav'n ! 

(*) // mk htlvtU. 



a 

STANZAS ON READING 

PETRARCH'S SONNETS 

ON THE DEATH OF LAURA 

A S Philomela's plaintive (train 
Charms the dull ear of night , 
What time wide o'er the moonlight plain » 

Veil'd from the curious fight , 
In thickest bow'r she pours her lay. 
And mourns her offspring torn away; 
Warbling a more feducing fong 
Than can to other birds belong, 
Who, Grangers to the thrilling force of woe, 
For joy alone command their fprightlier notes to flow . 

SoPmiARch, when o'er Laura's bier\ 

Too early doom'd to die, 
He drops the never-ceafing tear. 

And heaves the conftant figh , 
Does far , far more our thoughts engage 
While fad we turn th 'infeftious page, 
Than Bards in whofe more labor 'd lines 
The glare of wit for ever shines, 
Who only boaft , great fummit of their art, 
To raife the tranftent fmile, not fire the throbbing heart . 



And while, amid the Tufcan plain*, 

My rartur'd thought purfucs 
Thro' all her Poet'i various (trains 

The treafures of th' Italian Mufe , 
O Petrarch , thy congenial lays 
Still moft my meeting tranfports raife , 
For I like thee a slave to Love 
Too oft his reftlefs torments prove ; 
Could I like thee effufe the melting theme, 
That Beauty's pity ing eye migln o'er my forrows ftream! 

But as 'tis aweful Heavn's beheft 

To damp the Poet's boaft, 
That they shall ftill " paint forrow beft " 

Who know to " feel it moft," 
May no fuch fad exc?fs of woe 
E'er prompt my mournful (train to flow. 
Ne'er may I fee my Stella's breath 
Like Laura's yield to ruthlefs Death; 
Ere fuch event my feeble fong infpire , 
Stop'd be my vital flood , and fluench'd the Mufe's Are ! 
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VERSES 

To M." P I O Z Z I 

PLACED UNDER A PRINT OF D." JOHNSON 
IN HER DINING ROOM . 

• 

r^Rom Farth retired, and all its empty cares, 
In brighter fcen?s my raptur'd fpirit shares 
The rich rewards that here attend the bleft, 
Tli°ir holy tranfports, and their fainted rest. 
For this fo long, in yon dim fpot confin'd , 
I gave the noble ft efforts of my mind, 
Religion's, Truth's, and Virtue's caufe fuftain'd; 
(For ne'er my page licentious vice prophan'd ) 
And in thef? hi ft abodes my thoughts embrace 
With fond affection ftill the human race, 
Still in my breaft it's wonted ardors glow , 
And many a wish I frame for thofe below; 
But chief for thee , fair Friendship's facred flame 
Unquench'd by Death for ever burns the fame . 
While, to the British Mufes loft fo long, 
Far off you liften to Italian Song , 
Drooping their abfent Patronefs they mourn, 
And Fear fuggefts you never will return % 
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But not I truft with fuch fupreme delight 
You hear fome Hero, panting for the fight, 
Trill out his noble rage and fierce difdain 
In the (oft quavers of an Eunuch's ftrain, 
For , each juft claim allow'd to nice Virtu , 
Yet {till methinks fome fmall regrets arc due 
To martyr'd Senfe , mid crouds exulting round , 
In folemn pomp a facriflce to Sound ! 
Nor can the Manners , falfcly call'd refin'd , 
Obtain the fan&ion of your chatter mind ; 
A British female , nurs'd in Virtue's lore , 
And early taught her maxims to adore , 
Beholds with horror Hymen's facred tye 
By Interest form'd , and broke by Gallantry ! 
If then a once lov'd friend may dare advife , 
Short be thy flay beneath thofe fouthern skies . 
Lo Britain courts thee! — in thy native Isle 
The Virtues flourish , and the Graces fmile . 
If fcenes theatric can thy mind engage , 
There Shakfpeare's mighty fpirit fills the (rage; 
A Siddons there the captive bofom thrills, 
And melts to pity , or with horror chills : 
Or there , if focial pleafures more invite , 
Free converfe offers unrestrain'd delight; 
Unknown each tyrant prejudice that binds 
In other Countries fubjugated minds, 
The fpirit wide dirFufed of equal laws 
Exalts the humble, and the haughty awes, 
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Thro ev'ry rank the liberal flame is spread , 
And con (clous Independence lifts the head, 
While honor'd Merit fees her crouded court 
Of Common *rs and lords the mix'd refort! 
Yet , ere you from Italian plains depart , 
Go view the monuments of antient Art , 
Whate'er adorns famed Arno's flow'ry fide , 
Or Tiber's waves reneft with claflic pride; 
And all you fee, to judge what's good or fair, 
With the pure models in your breaft compare! 
Nor let th' alluring joys of Tafte refin'd 
That task e'er banish from thy ft ed fa ft mind , 
That mournful task I once bequeath'd to thee, 
Which now th 'impatient World expefls to fee : 
With open zeal the generous care avow* 
Once my kind friend, be my hi W or i an now. 
If aught can add to the feraphic blifs 
When worth in that world meets reward in this, 
Tis to behold fair Friendship's fe If be (low 
The precious meed of facred Fame below , 
The cenfer when her faithful hand fupplies' 
It wafts more grateful incenfe to the skies! 

JOHNSON 

Ms* Phzzi is novo employed in preparing for the prefs 
" Anecdotes of tbt lafl twenty years of the life of 
Dsjobnfon 



■ 

SONNET 



W^Hen Emma firft I faw, divinely fair, 

On Arno's banks she gaily fcem'd to rove, 
Her azure eye was full of joy and love , 
And fportive ringlets grac 'd her auburn hair. 

Fatal reverfe ? now clouded with defpair 

Is that fweet brow , all fad she feeks the grove , 
With forrow fwollen eye , and , like the dove , 
Bewails her mate , with breaft of heaving care . 

Nor do I caufe , nor can I cure her woe ; 

Alas ! not I : were mine the foothing art , 
Endlefs embraces should relief beftow • 

Too much her cheerful mien inflam'd my heart; 
But now thofe pearly tears inccfTant flow , 

■ 

My tortut'd foul muft feel inceflant fmart . 
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ODE 

ON A - 

DISTANT PROSPECT OF ROME 

IRREGULAR. 

Ye awful wrecks of ancient days, 

Proud monuments of ages paft, 

Now mould'ring in decay ! 

Vainly ye glitter in the parting rays ! 

Alas! like ev'ry fleeting Waft, 

Your fplendor haftes away : 

Yet yonder Sun, with equal beam. 

Has glow'd on Tiber's yellow ftream , 

Has glow'd upon thofe dread remains , 

Stupendous Arcs, and tott'ring fanes, 

When Rome of old , terrific Queen , 

High placed on VicVry's founding car, 

With arm fublime , and martial mien , 

Brandish'd the flaming lance of war ; 

Low crouch'd in duft lay Afric's fwarthy crowd , 

And filken Afia funk , and barb'rous Britain bow'd . 

Ah! what avails thy fame? 
Vain Miftrefs of the world ! 
Where are the legions now , that took the field 
In all the pomp of warlike pride , 

/ 



The clofe-form'd Cavalry , the Cohort wide? 
To time invincible they yield . 
The chiefs alone have left a name , 
The reft to dark oblivion hurl'd : 
Yet , like the tranfient meteors of an hour , 
Were e'en the Heroes of thy haughty line , 
Whofe bofoms felt the facred luft of pow'r . 
From wolf-nurs'd Romulus, to Chriftian Confhmtine . 

To fancy's retrofpecVive eye 

What vifionary forms appear! 
* There bloody Nero dooms mankind to die j 

Depraved Tiberius madly riots here; 

Afpiring Didius brings his gold, 

And lo! th' indignant Empire's fold; 

Hark thro' th'aftonish'd Senate's dome, 
. The fpreading murmurs run, 

That fpeak a deed of glory done; 

'Twas Cxfar fell, ftern Brutus gave 

A death to him he wish'd to fave . 

Proudly methinks ye roam , 

Patriot Confpirators ! and waving high 

Thy banners fair are feen , celeftial liberty ! 

Now too I turn my eager fight 
To long-palt fcenes of vain delight, 
Where Exultation wakes the note; 

(*) Tbefc hiflorical facls are introduced without any regard 
to chronological exatinefi. 



The voice of triumph fills the air , 
And rapt'rous nieafures wildly float , 
JVIixt with the waitings of dtfpair; 
Sec advance the throne of gold , 
And the fiery ftecds behold , 
While the fettcr'd monarchs groan , 
While the female captives moan; 
There with victory's garland graced , 
Is the mighty Conqueror placed ; 
Rome, that humbles grcateft Kings, 
There her vanquish'd treafurc brings; 
All , that pride unbounded knows , 
In the general bofom glows ; 
Trophies fpread of conquer'd towns, 
Laurel wreaths, and ravish'd crowns, 
Glory's shout, and mufick's lays, 
Join to fwell the Hero's praift; 
This is Rome's diftinguish'd hour, 
Shows her wealth, and fpcaks her powV. 
But long, alas! the gorgeous fcene is o'er; 
Her grandeur paft , she charms no more ; 
Yet mournful Memory (till reveres 
With watry eye, and heaving bread, 
Th' illuftrious greatnefs of her brighter years, 
When half the then-known world her fway fiiprcme 

confeft . 

Again methinks the roftrum pours 
A ftream of clafllc eloquence around ; 

• « 

The lift'ning multitude adores, 



Won by the captivating found ; 

And as the nervous periods rife , 

Amaied conviftion opes her eyes; 

Tis Tully , Orator divine ! 

Indignant utters truth fevere, 

That ftrikes with deep difmay the confcious ear 

Of shamelefs Antony, and defp'rate Cataline . 

There too unhallow'd Worship wore 
An ideot mask of yore ; 
But tho' in error's fatal cloud , 
E'en Paganifm yet avow'd 
One God fupreme, almighty Jove, 
O blind miftaken Zeal ! 
How waft thou wont to kneel , 
Before th* unworthy shrine 
By ignorant mortals deem'd divine; 
How did'ft thou fupplicating rove 
From Mars with lifted fpear , 
From Pluto all-fevere, 
To hail the God of light, 
With ray benignly bright , 
Or melting lyre , or bended bow % 
To Pallas , Saturn , and the throng 
Of countlefs deities below , 
And Bacchus ever young. 
But now thefe Phantoms all are fled, 
The myftic Oracles , and Augurs dread . 
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EnlightenM Europe with difdain , 

Beholds the rev'renc'd heathen train, 

Nor names them more in this her clearer day 

Unle£s with fabled force to raife the poet's lay. 

What vifions prefs my aching fight , 
t)f foreign war, domeftic fight , 
Of luxury vain, it's end deftroy'd 
E!cn by the means itfelf employ 'd , 
Of public pleafures ftain'd with blood , 
Of harden'd Tyranny, with eye fevere , 
Who mid ft his slaughter'd fubjefts flood , 
Nor felt a blush, nor drop'd a tear. 
Yet fure , whatever great has been , 
Whatever majeftic , or fublime ; 
Has marked the Roman regifter of time; 
Lo ! yonder is the alter'd fcene 
By ruthlcfs Deftiny's decree become 
The feeble shadow now of once imperial Rome . 

But Art (till there delights to ftray , 
Reflecting on her changeful day , 
To think what whilom Egypt brought, 
And all that pcrfeft Athens taught, 
To mark , in hoary pride elate 
The famed Pantheon's awful ftate , 
And while the wond'rous pile she views, 
The vigor of her youth renews-, 



F.'en as the Phenix shows her ere ft 
Reviving on her fun'ral neft; 
And moft admir'd , where ancient ftru&ures rife , 
The loved A poftle's Dome high tow'ring feeks the 

skies . 

Now busy Thought difcerns the shade 
Where Horace? crft thy limbs were laid , 
And fweetly flowM the lyric vcrfe , 
Which only thou had It pow'r to breathe, 
Crown'd by the grateful Mufe's wreath. 
O there again rchearfe 
Gay fongs to Lalage the fair, 
With wanton eye, and floating hair; 
When winter brought his chilling woes, 
When Summer's baleful heats arofe , 
Her prefence could each hour beguile , 
With winning voice , and rapt'rous fmile . 
And Virgil too shall join 
His manly lafys to thine , 
The Sabine wine of brightcft glow, 
The rich Falernum there shall flow, 
Phillis shall jocund beat the ground 
Her locks with ivy chaplets bound , 
And fleeting Time shall think he fees reftor'd 
The laughing fcenes he loved, the days he mod 

ador'd . 

. But ah! how fadly changed 
How dreary is the plain ! 
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Beneath the groves where learning ranged; 
B ncath the calm retreats of love , 
Where once the rosy-bofom'd hours 
Sweet Pleafurc's train were fond to rove, 
And cull gay Nature's faired flow'rs; 
Amid the vales where Valour glow'd, 
And oft his crimfon current flow'd ; 
Amid the wide domain 
Where wealth unbounded ruled of yore? 
The human breaft exults no more, 
For forrowing Time with fcythe fevere 
Has wreck'd unwilling vengeance here. 
Lo! Poverty with numbing hand. 
Spreads defolation round, 
E'en Agriculture hence is fled , 
And yonder melancholy band 
Can fcarcely force the niggard ground 
To yield them fcanty bread. 
Let Pride here paufe awhile to gaze 
With grief unfeign'd , and fad amaze, 
So shall his humbled heart confefs 
That wealth, and pow'r, each earthly fcheme, 
Is shadowy as the way-worn Trav'lcr's dream , 
* That human hope is vain, and tranfient , happinefs. 

(*) The original sketch of the above Ode roas written in a 
ftuation not far diflant from Rome and under the imme- 
diate impreffoH of tbofe ideas tabic b it attempts to 
defcribc , 



S O N E T T O 



o I tremulante , ameno rcffiretto , 

Che in compagnia di mez/anotte vieni, 
Fin a Madonna il corfo tuo mantieni , 
Poi mori la ful fuo ncvofo petto . > 

Tu vago Augcl, che fotto il vcrde tctto 
Nell* aer buio il dolce canto tieni , 
Dc* tuoi compagni teco il coro meni $ 
Mentre empi del tuo fuono il bel bofchetto . 

Intanto, 11 nel ciel, l'errante luna, 
Per abbcllir il taciturno orrorc, 
Pinge co* raggi V atmosfera brunt . 

Io fol dell* Idol mio piango il rigore; 
Ogni pivi bel piacer , che qui s 1 aduna f 
Per me fi cangia in noia, cd in dolore. 
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IMITATION 



o gentle Gale! could I thy flight arreft, 
Thou foft Companion of the midnight hour! 
I'd bid thee chear with thy refreshing pow'r 
My abfent Fair, and die upon her bread. 



Sweet plaintive Bird that now forfak'ft thy neft! 
Fair Queen of night that now aloft doll tow'r ! 
Hers be the fong,and hers the moon-light bow'r, 
No more alas! can I with thefe be bleft. 



Ah once-loved objeds which to joy invite ! 
For me you shed your foothing charms in vain , 
While that fair form no more enchants my fight. 

My lyre I tune, but mournful is the (train? 
All that to other breads imparts delight, 
Can only bring to me increafc of pain! 



S O N E T T O 



Fdite , fall ace quanto tu fei chiaro ! 
Icri la forma di mia Donna altera 
Pingefti , ed a che pro ? fe meco ell' era ; 
£ allor baftava il vero oggetto caro . 



Or, che fon fbto, involto in duol amaro, 
Vado cercando, in van, per la riviera, 
Quel che fi ben vi fcorfi fulla fera, 
L' imagine di lei che non ha paro. 



Perch* mi nieghi tu, belh forgente! 
Di rivedere, almen nell'acqua pura, 
La Diva che mi fta fcolpita in mente? 

Ah! tu fomigli quei , che di ventura , 
Ci fieguono , fe fplende il di lucente , 
E c* abbandonan' quand' il ciel s'ofcura. 
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TRANSLATION 



o lucid Fountain! e'en as falfe as clear* 
But yefterday on thy renting tide, 
I Taw the maid I love, in beauty's pride: 
Ah why ? fa* then her lovely felf was here . 

Yet now alas ! a prey to grief fevere , 

I tread, with lonely ftep, thy flow'ry fide; 
Wherefore by thee, is now her form denied; 
The peetlefs form of her I moft revere . 

Why , filver wave I doll thou refufe to show , 
Upon thy mirrour fair, that angel face, 
Which from my faithful mind can never go? 



Thou too art like the defpicable race 

W ho court the bright day's beams thai gaily glow, 
But whom dark-rifing clouds for ever chafe • 



SONG 



W^Hen Jove calf d a council fair Florence to name , 
His Con fort flood fbremoft in right of her claim ; 
To tempt him with dignity , virtue , and grace , 
She promis'd a Princefs of Catalon race : 
Jove could not refufe, but diftrefs'd by delay, 
Saw Deftiny triumph o'er merit and fway . 

Now Venus ftept forward not doubting to move 
His partial affe&ions by beauty , and love ; 
Each charm she difplay'd but th' inflexible fire 
Bid her leave her beft ftatue , and quickly retiree 
Content o'er gay Venice her empire to hold > 
By cuftom unbridled , by laws uncountroul'd * 

i 

This fentence encourag'd pale Dian to dare , 
But bashfulnefs check' J, and her fpirits del pair ; 
Now banish'd to Britain , well plcas'd she refides 
Near Lod don's cool current, and Thames'* green fides; 
Her crefcent o'er Windfor's fam'd rurret difplays , 
And Modcfty liftens to Chaftity's praife. 
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Next Pallas protefted that if they'd fubmit 

To her, they should never be wanting in wit; 

She talk'd of Petrarca her favourite fon , 

Said Greatheed should finish what be had begun : 

Then nam'd his two Friends , but there Jove ftopt her tongue . 

Or the Goddeis had lengthen'd till midnight her fong . 

Young Flora meanwhile from her unfading Bow'rs 
Compofing a garland let fall a few flow'rs ; 
The bright British Nymph who now wears them can tell, 
For she chofc to refide on the fpot where they fell : 
The Rofes Hill ferve to adorn her fine hair, 
And Florence was cali'd fo from Flora the fair . 
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THYRSIS and DAPHNE 



JL was in a dark embow'rd retreat 
Beneath yon gloomy pines, 
Pale Thyrfis fate , while at his feet 
Fam'd Arno's current shines. 



His tears increas'd the flood below, 

His Tigris the patting gale ; 
As thus in notes of artlefs woe 

« 

He pour'd his plaintive tale. 

n Break , break , my agonizing heart , 

" Then shall I find repofe; 
" And Daphne from my thoughts depart , 

M Fair caufe of all my woes .' 

h When Spring fo late the fcene had dreft , 
H Along thefe banks we rov'd; 

M And many a melting glance confefs'd 
" That Thyrfis was belov'd . 



A BALLAD 
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" Then would she fay while I, bleft youth! 

" Gaz'd on her charms divine ; 
" O Thyrfis ! do not doubt my truth , 

" I will be ever thine . 

n But now a richer fwain's prefer'd , 

*' Her father fb commands, 
M And she confents , this day I heard 

" The Prieft shall join their hands . 

" For Av'rice in this venal age 

" Not only rules the old, 
" But foft-eyed Virgins feel it's rage , 

" And love is bought and fold . 

" Farewell falfe maid — for thefe fad eyet 
" Shall ne'er thy triumph fee , 

" Nor my proud rival hear my fighs , 
M But Death shall fet me free ! " 

Thus while he fpoke , gay founds repeat 

The hated nuptials wide ; 
He heard — and, darting from his feat, 

Plung'd headlong in the tide. 

Three times the shrill-voic'd lark had fung 

His chearful matin (train, 
And thrice the fun retiring flung 

His beams acroft the plain. 



When Daphne and her Bridegroom gay 
To breathe the fresh air IVray'd , 

Where winds the (tream it's filver way 
Beneath the greenwood shade. 

As here they wander'd fide by fide , 
Soft Pleafure was their theme-, 

Till on it's watry bier they fpied 
A Corfe float down the ftream . 

And now upon the river's brim 

All motionlefs it lay , 
Grim Death on each cold ftiffen'd limb 

Sate brooding o'er his prey . 

And ghaftly pale it's features were , 
The glowing life-blush fled; 

So pale at eve thro' mifty air 

The wan moon lifts her head . 

But what dire anguish Daphne prov'd, 
When , as she nearer drew , 

The features of the man she Iov'd 
Met her aftonish'd view ! 

For then too late the love rcturn'd 
Which ftifled was before , 

And while remorfe increafing burn'd , 
Her tortur'd bofom tore * 
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She cried, with horror's frantic fhrti 
M My True-love I have slain , 
M III fated youth ! his conftant heart 
M Was broken by difdain . 

" For gold I left my much-lov'd boy 
" A wealthier fwain to wed ; 
In gold I fondly hop'd for joy : 
Alas! that hope is fled, 

* Hark , hark , he calls his promis'd wife , 

" His flight I will purfue ; 
M For tho I have been falfe in life , 

" In death I will be true . n 

Then falling on her lover's breaft, 
She clafp'd his breathlefs clay ; 

And thrice his livid cheek she prefs'd, 
And figh'd her foul away . 

Taught by this tale, ye shepherds, hate 

The mercenary fair ; 
If on falfe vows fuch vengeance wait , 

Ye faithlefs maids , beware . 



The DEATH of AMYNTOR 

A BALLAD 

Occapond by the unhappy fate of M ' Le Cohere of 
Geneva who wis kilC d by a fall from a precipice 
in Savoy , the author having been one \f the party 
that was with bim at Cbamouni. 



C^Eafe , ceafe , ye Bards ! wild talcs to weave 

Of exquifite diftrcfs , 
That teach the tender foul to grieve* 
With horror's dire excefs . 

For oft o'er your fictitious lay 

Soft Pity's forrows flow , 
Till none th'exhaufted fount can pay 

To fcenes of rest woe . 

Too true a tale my artlefs (train 

Sad Mem'ry bids relate; 
And t Leman's Nymphs, a mournful train, 

Still weep Amyntor's fate . 

(t) One name of the lake of Geneva . 
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For Science, and for Freedom fam'd , 

Geneva gave him birth ; 
Of manners pure, and life ur.blam'd , 

A youth of parting worth . 

Diftinguish'd midft a hardy race , 

To deeds of danger prone ; 
The * Chamois* giddy path to trace > 

Or fwim the rapid Rhone . 

Till one fad day his peaceful home 

Ill-fated he forfook , 
And , mid the dreary Alps to roam , 

His way wide-wand'ring took. 

t Great fource of mighty rivers , there 
The fnows their urns fupply ; 
Primeval mountains there appear, 
That prop th' incumbent $ky . 

(*)Tbe Chamois is an animal peculiar to the Alps and fcarce 
ever found but among very dangerous precipices — 
Swimming the Rhone is extremely hazardous on account 
e/ it's rocky ted and great impetuofity . 

(t) 7 be fourcet of the Rhine , the Rhone , the Tefno , the 
Reufs , and the Aar , are all tot thin a few miles of each 
other, in the neighbor-hood of Moest SJ Got hard , and 
that of the Danube tbo kuoivu under another name is 
not far defiant — The Po cotnes from another part of 
the Alps — The torrents oj inferior note are innumerable . 



loo )v*4 



5 From their proud tops , which clouds enfold , 
Untrod by human feet, 
Down to the vale the ice is roll'd , 
And braves the Dog-ftar's heat. 

Glift'ning between the darkfome pines t 
That cloathe the mountain's fide, 

The wintry mafs united shines 
With Ceres' golden pride. 

And now was feen a fprightlier throng 

In Chamouni's fweet vale , 
Than yet e'er rov'd her shades among , 

Or met the mountain gale . 

f High Montanvert's (Veep fides around 
With joy their bofoms beat; 
Some like the frisking Chamois bound, 
Some drag their weary feet. 

($) Tbe Glaciers defcendfrom tbe tops of the higbefl Alps 
to the bottom of the vallies and preferve the bardnefs 
of a rock in the mi J/1 of Auguft — Ms Cox , in bis tour 
thro' Switzerland , (ays it is literally true that be could 
in fome places put one band on tbe ice , and tbe other 
on tbe ripe harvefl . 

(t) Montanvert being tbe eafi/l of aecefs of at I tbe moun- 
tains that furround tbe vale of Cbamouni is tbe frfl 
object* of the curious traveller* 
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Bot what can earth-born joys avail? 

For foon , too foort they fly , 
More tranfient than the fun*beam pale 

Darts thro a murky sky ! 

* Twas where the granite fpires arlfe , 
A wild tremendous fcene ! 
Far , far below the vale of ice 

Winds the drear cliffs between , 

> Each aweful charm by Nature shewn 
Impatient to behold , 
Long had Amyntor ftray'd alone 
Too curious, and too bold. 

§ Dark was the night — the tempeft grew , 
The thunder shook the ground — 
The pale guides, mid the light'nings blue, 
Sought the wild rocks around. 

(*) The bigbefl points of the mountain call*d the need' 
let — tbe valley of Ice 'winds a length of feveral leagUei 
among tbe mojl hideous precipices , audit between a and 
3 , ooo feet higher than tbe plain of Cbamouni , 

(J) Theft circumfl antes are all exactly true , and this VtttU 
poem is nothing more than a plain narrative of what 
happen 1 J — it 'would have been easy to have embellish* d 
it by fi&ion , but tbe author prefer 1 d not to depart from 
the awful fimplitity of tbe faff . 



- 
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With unclos'd eyes in fad difmay 
His friends the tidings wait; 

— Too foon, at morn's unwelcome ray, 
They knew his dreadful fate . 

Where on a vaft ftupendous height 

Their eyries eagles raife, 
And eye the radiant fource of light 

Amid his nearer blaze. 

From thence the youth with headlong force » 

(O direful tale of woe!) 
Fell i like a meteor's rapid courfe , 
Upon the rock below. 

By mountain peafants roughly borne , 

Laid on a fimple bier , 
Their frigid bofoms learn'd to mourn, 

Their eyes to drop the tear. 

But how shall the fad Mufe impart 
The deeper pangs that rend 
t The Mother's, and the Sifter's heart. 
For Brother, Son, and Friend! 

The vacant dare , the itruggling fighs , 
That fpeak the Matron's grief; 

The floods that flow from Beauty's cyel, 
Yet cannot bring relief! 

(t) Hit mother and fifler were of the party . 
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ODE 

T O 

DUEL 

-A Vaunt, thou Fiend accurft* 
Back to thy favage anceftors return , 
To dwell for ever with inteftine difcord, 
There where fierce Alaric, 
Surrounded by his ruthlefs Chiefs, 
Pollutes the barb'rous feaft with focial gore. 

Would thou hadft perish'd then, 
When, beckon'd by the frantic Eremite, 
Tancred, and Raymond, and the raliant Godfrey, 
Led their accoutred Knights 
Againf! the unknown Saracen , 
Difpeopling Europe to walle Afia's plains. 

But if thou ftill wilt flay , 

Recall Ordeal, with the glowing shares, 

And Tournaments , and Champions sheath'd in iron J 

Let fuch compofe thy train : 

Offspring of feudal Anarchy f 

Thou ne'er shouldft be without thy gothic Sire* 



< 
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Acini a knew thee not: 

When Agamemnon claim'd the # bright-cheek'd Maid, 

And with rash words incens'd the fon of Peleus ; 

The Hero in his wrath, 

Let He&or humble the proud King, 

But never ting'd his fword with Grecian blood. 

Nor didft thou e'er appear 

While Tiber's fons gave laws to all the earth ; 

Yet much they lov'd to defolate, and slaughter; 

Carthage , atteft my words ! 

To glut their fanguinary rage, 

Not Citizens, but Gladiators fell. 

Slav'ry, and Vaflalage, 

And favage Broils, 'twixt Nobles are no more; 
Vanish thou likewife from enlighten'd Europe; 
Be thy wild deeds forgot; 
Or only noted in the page, 

That we may learn the progrefs of Mankind . 

. •• 

(*) *fw*J* »<AA«r*f «k» . Horner. 
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T O 

M." PIOZZI 



W 

▼ " Hen Epic heroes took the held , 
The fav'ring deities, at hand, 
Attended with protecting shield , 

And gave inftru&ion , or command . 
The Nine alike beftow their flame 
To warm poetic fons of fame: 
Thus Pallas calm'd Achilles' ire , 
And Homer felt the Mufe's fire . 



E'en fo when Parsons pours his lay , 
Correftly wild, or fweetly ftrong; 
When Grbatheeo charms the lift'ning day, 

With English, or Italian fong . 
Or when with trembling wing I try, 
Like fome fad wounded bird to fly , 
Your foft'ring fmiles you ne'er refufe , 
But are the Pallas, and the Mufe. 



Yes like the Mufe your bofom glows. 

When your ftrong fancy breathes aloud , 
Minerva too dire&s your profe , 

While you inftruct tV attentive crowd. 
But fofter cares your foul divide, 
And weeks unfung, unnotie'd glide, 
'Tis thus the Sun retires from fight, 
That we may more adore his light. 

You read the heart with piercing eye , 

And mark each various feeling there, 
With pletfure, and with sympathy , 

It*s tranfports, and it's woes can share. 
You too by fond experience prove, 
Yhe virtuous Wifs of Pioxzi's love ; 
Who, while his breaft Affeftion warms, 
With merit heightens Mu lick's charms . 

O then tccept this verfe flncere* 
Nor yet deride my ruftic reed! 

But pitying (ray awhile to hear , 
For pity Aire is folly's meed ! 

The good , the libVal , and the kind , 

PofTefs a tolerating mind, 

Nor view the Madman with a frown , 

Becaufe of ftraw he weaves a crown « 
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ODE 

T O , 

M." GREATHEED 



bleft with Tafte, with Genius bleft, 
Sole Miftrefs of thy Bertie's breaft, 
Who to his love-enraptur'd arms art given , 
The rich reward his virtues claim from Heaven? 
What tho amid this wreath of flowers 
Poetic, cull'd from Tufcan bowers. 
In union twin'd at Friendship's mild command, 
None boaft the gathering of thy gentle hand; 
Their bloflbms yet you helpM to raife, 
And fed them with the dew of praife; 
Yet did your nice perceptive fenfe exclude 
Weeds of difgufting fcent, or femblance rude. 
Can then my harsh, and tunelefs lyre, 
Misled by ardent zeal afpire 
With rough addrefs to court thy critic ear ? 
Yes — for from thee I dread no frowns fevere , 
While Wit enthron'd on Judgement's bafe. 
Is temper'd by each milder grace; 
And fuch she bias of thy vig'rous mind , 
To Friendship's failings only thou art blind! 




O ftill may Hymen's flame improve 
Fann'd by the purple wings of Love $ 
While led thro Gallic , or Italian plains , 
A British pair his blifsful pow'r maintains ! 
Behold the Toft voluptuous fair, 
Tho deck' J with pearls, and jewels rare, 
How poor , how low , by Anna's mode ft fide , 
Adorn'd with confeious worth, and honor's pride. 
So when chafte Dian, mounting high, 
Difplays her full orb'd majeity, 
Loft in her blare the twinkling ftars retire , 
And Venus pales her meretricious fire! 
And when at Mercy's throne I bend , 
The boon I ask is fuch a friend, 
On my remaining hours of life to fmile. 
In diftant Albion , that moil favor'd foil , 
Where thrives the plant domeftic joy, 
Which Paflion's gufts shall ne'er deftroy f 
While fweet oblivion drowns preceding time, 
And the vain pleafures of this fofter clime ! 
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ODE 

T O 

SUMMER 

Joy to thee , bright-hair'd Summer ! much I love 
To gaie upon thy full-blown beauty's pride , 
At thro' Val d* Arno's gloom , 
I take my lonely way. 

What time dun-vefted Night her deep repofe 
Relu&ant leaves, chafed by the jocund dawn, 
And incoherent fong 
Of wild Pan's reftlefs reed. 

Now the fierce Sun uprears his flaming shield , 
And mounts in martial pomp his eattern car ; 

Fore lis , and tow'ring hills , 
Start from the golden bhze . 

While dreams, of yore renown'd , with clear blue wave 
Reflect his orient locks , and far away , 

Fair, but inconftant Spring, 
Gathers her fweets , and flies . 

I fee thee triumph o'er th' inaftive plain , 
When ruddy Noon obeys thy fultry pow'r, 

And irretch'd in thoughtlefs eafe, 
The toil-worn peafant lies. 



i 
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'Tis then I feck the thick-wall'd cloifter's shade , 
And from fome nook obfervc the languid flocks; 
Or by the gray fly (rung, 
The bounding heifer's rage. 

Or hear the light * Cicala's ceafelefs din 
That vibrates shrill ; or the near-weeping brook , 
That feebly winds along , 
And mourns her channel shrunk . 

(*) A /pedes of fly well known in tbe font hem parts of 
Europe , by she noife it makes during tbe bottefl hours 
of the fultry months x This infeti has a broad, blunt 
head , with a prominent eye , on the extremity of each 
fide , and three left confpicuous eyes that form a triangle 
in tbe middle . It has four tranfpasrent wings that cover 
tbe body like a roof . The Organs whence tbe shrill , 
rough cry proceeds , are found in the males only , the 
females being mute . Tbefe Organs confifl of two par- 
chment-like membranes , one on each fide of the belly , 
under the hardfcales with wich tbe infeB it cafed . This 
clamorous fly is about an inch and a half long , andbalj 
an inch broad . It is tbe latin Cicada , 

Sole fub ardenti refonant arbufta Cicadis. Virg. 

SB. ' the GcaJa is remarkably light in 

proportion to it % s fize . 
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As the proud day retires, the wed em hills 
Adorn their varied ridge with shad'wy forms, 
While freshening Z phyr come* 
To fan the cheek of Eve . 

And lo ! the wand'ring virgin of the sky , 
As thro' the arure vault fupreme she fails , 
Scatters her filv'ry beam 
And points th' Horizon's bound 

While warbled meafures fill the panting f ale , 
The # Lucciola, bcfide each dark'ning grove, 
His momentary lamp , 
Alternate shows, and hides. 



(*) An infrff of the beetle kind, which abounds in Italy 
at the beginning oj Sunmrr . and is rather larger than 
a common fly . The cafes of its wings are nearly black , 
end half of the belly towards the extremity is of a cinder 
colour . This is the shining part of the In fed , but it 
differs from all others of the luminous kind , becaufe it's 
light is not continual , but emitted by fuddcn flashes , 
as it flies . If crushed it leaves a luftre upon the fpot 
for a conftderable time , from whence we may conclude 
it to be of a pbofpboric nature . 
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Or leads the lovers to fome fecret bow'r, 
And flits around , and darts his mimic ray 
Upon the maiden's bread, 
And lights th' adoring eye . 

O vagrant infea ! type of our short life , 

'Tis thus we shine , and vanish from the view ; 

For the cold feafon comes, 
And all our luftre's o'er. 

Yet flay awhile fweet Summer! nor too foon 
Avert thy blushing face , but cheer the hind 
With gifts, that Plenty pours 
From her redundant horn . 
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ODE 

T O 

WINTER 



o 



welcome to my foul congenial Pow'r! 
Rough Winter hail! I love thy hoary locks, 
Thy tempehVbrea thing fighs , 
The deluge of thy tears . 

The foreft shrinks beneath thine iron rod , 
And the fad herds a faithlefs shelter feck , 

Where the time-mould er'd tow'r, 
Hangs tottVing o'er the plain . 

They raife their willful eyes that feem t'upbraii 
The ruthlefs feafon; while the raven cries, 

From folitary tree , 

With hoarfe , and mournful note . 

High * Fiefole, of the bright mantle fpoil'd 
That once he wore with Flora's brcue adorn'J , 
In many a low'ring cloud , 
Enwraps his fullen brcalt . 

(*) A small town fltuated on the fammh of a mountain 
in the vicinity of Florence , it was th? Fsfula of the 
ancients , of xobicb there are yet feme remains . 

b 
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Nor longer Arno winds a dealing courfe 
Thro' laughing meads , but on fwift eddies borne* 
His rude difcordant tide 
Rolls to the weftern deep. 

This is my favorite hour of blifs fevere , 
To me more grateful, than the gaudy time, 
When vocal Spring awakes 
Her gaily-painted flowers . 

Than when red Summer glares with fultry gale 
On the parch'd hills, or fallow Autumn throws 
His golden treafure round, 
And drains the purple vine. 

Amidft the dreary Appenines I hear 
The tumbling rocks increafe the torrent's roar, 
And the wide-ranging wolf 
Howl on the mountain's fide . 

While Echo, darting from her icy bed, 
Mimicks the uproar wild , and Fancy comes 
In pilgrim robe array'd , 
And waves her magic wand . 

Lo! at her call the fairy vifions rife, 
That calm the fenfe of woe, Remembrance brings 
The mirrour of the paft, 
And fober Reafon reigns . 
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Where are the jocund hours of wanton Mirth 
That late beguil'd my youth , where are the friends 
That join'd the choral lay , 
When life's fair morn began ? 

Perchance they chafe the fleeting pleafures (till , 
Nor call one thought on him who lilrens here 
To the wild dorm, and woos 
Grim midnight to his arms . 

Then welcome to my foul congenial Power! 

Rough Winter hail ! I love thy hoary locks , 
Thy tempeft-breathing fighs, 
The deluge of thy tears . 



•THE STORY 0* FRANC ESC A 

FROM THE FIFTH CANTO OF 

DANTE'S INFERNO 

or fon venuto 
La dove molto pianto mi percuote " 

A FREE TRANSLATION 

ANd now a fcene I view'd where chearful day 
Ne'er yet beftow'd one joy-infpiring ray, 
But mingled groans invade my ftartled ear, 
Like the dread founds affrighted failors hear, 
When warring winds with adverfe fury fweep 
The undulating bofom of the deep: 

(•) For tbe information of fucb englisb readers at happen 
not to have read Dante , it may Be neceffary to fay 
that this Poem it an allegorical fclion of bis being con- 
dueled by Virgil to tbe infernal regions — He often occa- 
fionally introduces biflorical fa&s , among wbicb is this 
pry of Francejca , t be daughter of Guido da Polenta 
lord of Ravenna , under vebofe government Dante pafs'J 
tbe ihfe of bis life . Francefca tons married to Lancelot 
t be fon of Malatcfta lord of Rimini a gallant and brave 
man , but deform' d , baugbty and ungraceful; in v>bicb 
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So , blended all , I heard the diftant yells 
Of fouls whom that infernal blast impells, 
And as it whirls along their rapid coarfe , 
Inflicts new tortures with increafing force; 
Till, here arriv'd,with more diftinguish'd found, 
Shrill shrieks of woe, and blafphemies abound. 
To this abhorred fpot are thofe convey'd , 
Who were on earth by fenfual Lust betray'dj 
Seen from afar as clouds of ftarlings fail , 
Unnumber'd borne upon the wintry gale ; 
Huddled, confusM , along they feem to go, 
* Drifted, both here, and there, above, below} 
Banish'd all hope that e'er their grief should ceafc, 
Grief that admits nor folace, nor decreafe . 
But as they nearer throng th'aereal way , 
Like cranes they come in regular array, 

bit Brother Paulo was exaflty bis oppofte , being baud* 
fome , affable , and of elegant manners . Tbe refemblanct 
of character between France fca and Paulo, and the 
frequent opportunities they bad of being together , gave 
birth to a violent pofflon for each other , •which produced 
on incejluous commerce , that continued till it wat 
difcover'd by the hufband , and ended by his killing 
them with tbe fame blew its the very moment of their 
guilty pleafure . 
(*) Di qua , di l<s , di sk , di giit li mtna . 



And as thofe birds fend forth inceflant moans , 
Through the dark air rc found their piercing groans* 
" What haplefs victims thefe condemn'd to share 
" Eternal pangs of comfortlefs defpair ? " 

Curious I ask'd , and Virgil thus replied . 
M The firft an Emprefs, and her fway was wide, 

* In fin triumphant , deftitute of shame » 

" All vice she fofter'd , to remove the blame 

n Of her own deeds, the marriage couch she ftain'd 

H With blood, and after murder'd Ninus, reign'd . 

" The next is she who prefs'd the funeral pyre , 

" Falfe to Sichceus' shade , and prey to new defire . 

'* Then Cleopatra , and the wanton dame 

M For whom proud Ilion's turrets funk in flame, 

M Achilles next , who to his lateft hour 

M Felt, and unwilling own'd Love's mighty pow'r. 

" Paris and * Triftan — Numbers more appear 

* By the fame matter fent untimely here." 
While thus to me my kind conductor names 
Of ancient time the num'rous knights and dames 
Who there are loft , and cannot hope relief*, 
Trembling I heard, and was opprefs'd with grief. 



(•) In the Commentary of Vellutello on Dante , toe an 
told that Triflau was the Nephew of Marcus King of 
Cernonia , and one of the knights of the round Table , in 
the time of Arthur . 
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" Poet " I faid , " let me with thofe converfe , 
" (If they perchance their ftory will rehearfe) 
" That foremoit pair who now fo fwiftly fail, 
" Light as autumnal leaves before the gale. 

He anfwer'd — " Soon as they approach more near , 
H Invoke them by that love which ftill is dear, 
w They gladly will obey the potent fpell , 
" And all their immoft feelings truly tell . " 
Then when beheld within the utmoft reach 
Of mortal voice , I thus thofe shades befeech . 
*' O love-impaflion'd fouls one moment fpend 
" In converfe with a fympathizing friend . " 

As two fond doves returning feek their nest, 
* With firm uplifted wings, and throbbing breaft. 
Then pleas'd alight — thus thro the murky air 
They come, and leave their fad companions there, 
Thus at my feet with fwift impatience fall ; 
So pow'rful was to them the thrilling call . 
" O gen'rous Mortal whofe warm bofom glows 
" With kind companion for th'unequal'd woes 
" Of a fond pair, who facrifie'd to Love, 
" Ting'd with their mingled blood the earth above: 
" Were we bclov'd by that dread Pow'r who reigns 
" O'er Heavn's pure feats, and Hell's tremendous plains, 
" We would for thee with pray'rs bcfiefe his throne, 
" For thee whofe pity has for us been shewn. 

(*) Cert fait ahate e fermt . 



" If aught from us thou can'ft dcfire to heaf , 
M We'll pour our forrows on thy curious ear , 
" Now the fierce whirlwind blows a slackened gale, 
" Lift then and learn the melancholy tale . 
" 'Twas where the Po to Adria's bofom flows, 
" And finks with all his dreams in deep repofe ; 
" Love that in gentle breads is ftill ador'd 
* Inflam'd this youth the brother of my Lord ; 
n My charms he Wd , for I on earth was fair, 
" Now chang'd by bloody death and long defpair. 
" Love, that from one prcfer'd exa&s return, 
M Bade me for him with equal paflion burn , 
M So ftrong the tye it ftill fubfifts below; 
" As joined above in joy , fb here in woe . 
M Love brought us both to one untimely death , 
" My hated husband ftop'd our mutual breath : 
w Still in my thought the dire remembrance fpringj, 
M And joins with confeious guilt it's anguish'd ftings; 
" Hell's deepeft pit , where rules accurfed Cain , 
" Await the wretch who hath his brother slain ! M 
The mournful words that from her lips depart 
I felt like feft'ring arrows in my heart, 
And hung my drooping head in filent thought; 
The Poet rous'd me, and from filence brought , 
" What foft defires, what tender joys," I faid, 
" Have thefe fad viftims to deftruftion led ! 
n Thy words, Franccfca , of fevere diftrefs \ 
H My troubled foul with anfw'ring pangs opprefs, 
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" But fay how firft on each bcwilder'd fotil , 
" How unawares this haplefs paflion ftole . " 

Then she to me — " No greater grief I know 
H Than to recall past joys in times of woe; 
"*That can thy leader tell — yet thou shalt hear, 
" Tho drops with ev'ry word a bitter tear . 
w One t day we read how Lancelot's throbbing heart 
" Felt the foft torments of love's piercing dart . 
" Alone we were, in innocence fecure, 
" For till that moment all our thoughts were pure ; 
" But then too oft as our up-lifted eyes 
" Each other met , the confcious blushes rife ; 
" Untill at length the fatal crifis came , 
" When as we read how firft the kifs of flame, 

(♦) Perhaps alluding to this pajfage of Virgil" Infandum 
Regina Jules re u ova r e dolorem M , "vbicb feems to be the 
opinion of Vellutello , but fame other commentators 
think it rather refers to Boetius roho to as much Jludied 
by Dante in the time of his banishment and fays in 
his treatife De Confol . Vbilos . " lu omni adverfitate for' 
tuna in feliciQmum genus iufortuuii eft fuifje feliccm . M 

(I) This (lory of Lancelot and Ginevra is among the old 
Romances of the knights of the round table , -which were 
much read andefteem'd in the time of Dante . Galeotto 
to\a% the convenient friend of Lancelot and Ginevra, 
vtbo inflam'd their mutual pajfton . 



99 On fair Ginevra't fmiling mouth imprefs'd , 

* Riis'd love's wild tumults in her yielding breaft; 
" The youth belide me fought an equal blifs, 

" With trembling lips I met his burning kifs : 
" Thus did that curfed book, with pois'nous art, 
H To us perform it's Galeotto's part; 
" That day no more the lufcious page we prii'd , 

* For all it feign'd in us was realii'd . " 
While the dire (lory thus her words unfold, 
Down her fad partner's check fuch torrents roll'd , 
That as the woe-fraught tale she ceas'd to tell , 
O'ercome with pity like a corpfc I fell . 
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SONETTO 

DEL CONTE ANGELO D'ELCI 

CAVALIKRE DI MALTA 



V-Mnti , Albion , del falfo Serpe il van to , 
* E la colpa che il varco aprl alia Tomba, 
L' Armi CelefH , e il Cherubin che piomba 
Dal patrio Empiro nell' eterno pianto . 

Nc di Smirne il Cantor, ne quel di Manto, 
Coppia onde il Fato d' Ilion rimbomba » 

t Dair intcrprcte fuon dell' angla tromba 
Trae minor gloria che dal prifco canto. 

Va dcgli fpirti per lo vacuo Impero, 
§ E guida i fenfi il Sofbcle Britanno, 
Oltre i confini dell' uman penfiero . 

Ni ti bafta , Albion ; che mentre ftanno 
Sull* Arno i Cigni tuoi , lauro ftraniero 
Del Parnaflb Tofcan ripara il danno . 

(*) Mi ho n ; il Paradifo ptrduto . 

(t) Omen tradotf da t Virgillo da DryaVo. 

(J) Sbnkfptart . 




SONETTO 

DELL' ISTESSO C A V ALIERE 



* 1 Urto imprendi, Albion; per te pu6 il faggio, 
Che perle Sfcre il fenfo uman conduce, 
Trovar del Mondo i femi , e della luce 
Settemplice partir l'etereo raggio. 

f Tu per nuovo Ocean tenti il viaggio 
Sotto i Cieli ove anpena il Sol riluce; 
Dacche ful cavo pin Britanno Duce 
Del prifco Tifi fuperfc il coraggio . 

In faccia a te fvani nel gran cimento, 
§ Come fvanifce al Sol norturno fpettro , 
L* Ibero orgoglio e il Gallico ardimento . 

Guida or 1* Angliche Mufe al Tofco Plettro 
4- Albion, che in Mare ebbe il confin col vento, 
E accoppid in terra libertade , e fecttro . 

• 

(*) Jfacco Newton . 

(t) // Capitan Cook . 

(£) V afjtdio di Gihi/Mra. 

(•¥) Allude atle pocfu Tofcane di M.f Greathebd. 
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TO THE 

CHEVALIER D' EL CI 

In answer to his Sonnets 

Some milky Bard* there are whofe lays 
Cnn only flow in notrs of praife, 

Not fuch O D' Elci is thy general ftrainj 
Gpnius in thy fatiric page 
Bids Vice and Folly feel it's rage, 

And Juvenal in thee is fear'd again. 

As clofe to Jove's difpenfing hand 
Of joy and woe two vafes ftand , 

Thy judgement holds the keys of praife and blame 
And as the firft from thee is rare, 
While we recfive fo large a share , 

With pride we take it, for thy praife is fame! 

REPLY BY THE 

CHEVALIER D' ELCI 

Dum me contendis Juvenalem dicere , mentem 
Ut puto, tu potius tunc Juvenalis habes. 



* O D E 

ON THE 

S I R O C 



In Britain's Isle thick fogs a rife , 

With dark 1 ning wings , that teil the skies , 

And blunt the folar ray; 
But there fair Freedom's hallow'd shrine > 
There Arts, and Arms, and Commerce shine, 

And shed their brighter day. 

For difPrent charms, by Poets taught, 
Italia's boafted clime I fought , 

And trod her flow'ry plain; 
Thee rofe-lip'd Health I hoped to find, 
Thy chearing sky , thy balmy wind ! 

But now that hope is vain . 

♦ » 

* Tbe Siroc is s fontb eaflw'nd, tbe fame at tbe latin 
Syrut , tabicbit much dreaded by the halt ant, on account 
•/ itt oppreflivt beat , and the extraordinary melancboly 
it occafiont * 
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What horrid force ufurps the tir, 

And, leagu'd with Anguish and Defpair, 

Impells the fultry gales? 
With nerves relax'd, and languid eye, 
I fee the shrinking Pleafures fly; 

The fierce Swoc prevails ! 

Far off the fprightly Mufe retires , 
Defponding damps have quench'd her fires, 

And all her joys depart; 
See in their ftead terrific Spleen 
Prefents a wild diforder'd fcene , 

And shakes th' ideal dart ! 

Sad images of loft delight, 

No more fair Nature's charms invite $ 

In fighs the zephyrs moan , 
Mute are the fongfter? of the grove, 
Difconfolate the heifers rove , 

The waters feem to groan . 

E'en Love deferts the drooping plain , 
Clofe to his fair the pow'rlefs fwain 

Stands with averted gaze* 
Nor courts the liftlefs Nymph his arms, 
Nor shews with artful lure her charms 

The lingering flame to raife . 



Dire Fevers rage — the parched throat 
And alter'd pulfe their fway denote ; 

The Soul's opprefs'd with gloom ; 
And mid fuch woes, with tempting mien. 
Pale Suicide, by Fancy feen, 

Points to a friendly tomb! 

Does he, whom Heav'n's avenging ire 
Condemned to dwell mid penal fire, 

Here take his deftin'd way; 
And fend his noxious burning breath , 
Loaded with fell difeafe and death, 

To Waft a fcene fo gay ! 

'Tis faid, on fome benighted shore. 
Him as a God weak men adore , 

Not led by Love but Fear ; 
Ne'er yet fo dread a caufe was known 
To bow before his aweful throne , 

His influence felt fo near . 

I 

But to a higher PowV we bend , 
Father of all ! thy lightnings fend , 

His pois'nous breath dispell ; 
Appall'd the trembling Fiend shall fly, 
Mindful when from th' etherial sky 

Hurl'd by their bolt he fell ! 



ODE 

O N 

APATHY 



.A Ccurs'd be duli , lethargic Apathy ! 
Whether -at eve she liftlcfs ride 
In sluggish car by tortoife drawn , 
Or at the orient blush of dawn , 
Enwrap her brow with ling'ring clouds of night: 
With mimic air of fenfelefs pride , 
She feebly throws on all her with'ring fight , 
While , too obfervant of her fway , 
Unmark'd the droning fubje&s lie, 
Alike to her who murmur or obey . 

Ye midnight ftorms that dwell 
In dreary alpine cell , 

Rush from your chill abode in fro/en band , 
Pierce the foft Tyrant with your breath , 
And bid her feel at leaft the icy pang of death: 
Or amidft Afric's fultry land 
Drive her the ray intenfe to meet; 
There fix her folitary feat, 



There let her opiate fceptre wave , 
To curb the bloody tiger's ire , 
Or damp the fell hyena's fire , 
And from their hungry rage the shrieking trav'ler 

favc. 

Of would the fons of Italy arife, 
And shake the leaden slumbers from their eyes, 
Gaze on their fertile plains by nature bleft, 
And roufe the latent fire that warm'd their breaft, 
That dauntlcfs energy of foul, 
Which fav'd the tort'ring Canitol , 
When on Tarpeian height, with glory's crown, 
Brave Manlitis flood • 
And hurl'd indignant decads down, 
And redden'd Tiber's flood • 

To calm the faftious rage that tore 
Each Guelph, and Ghibelline of yore > 
Mult they be lull'd in fuch repofe 
As manly vigor never knows ; 
Retire from martial fame, from glorious ftrife * 
And shun the busy fcenes of life, 
To wafte with thee, O Apathy! their days, 
Heedlefs of right , or wrong, of cenfure, or of praifc ? 

No , let them now the proper medium find j 
And prove to all mankind, 
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That virtue ftill can charm the present hour, 
Not lefs admir'd , nor dear , 
Than when pale Cataline felt Tully's pow*r, 
And violating Appius learn'd to fear ; 
So radiant Glory's beams divine 
Shall once again tranfcendent shine 
On this proud land of old renown'd , 
* Which Apennines divide , and Alps and feas furround . 

(*) ilhel paefe 

Cb* Apcnnln parte* *7 mar circonda, e P Alpe . 

Petrarca 
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SONG 

% 

I»- Ove feems from Mira's azure eyes 

To sh^d his molt inviting ray , 
And bid th' alluring fmiles arifc, 

That o'er her ibft cheek trembling play . 

To all attentive and polite, 

But never tender, never kind, 
Fair Hope with folfe illufive light 

Too oft misleads the cheated mind. 

For she true paffion ne'er can know, 
But triumphs in her lover's pains | 

Tho trifling favors she beftow, 

Her native coldnefs ftill remains. 

So, in Helvetia's wond'rous fcene , 

Shepherds and village maidens bring, 

The chilling walls of ice between, 

Rich fummer fruits, and wreaths of fpring . 

At Grind Ituafd in Switzerland , the Traveller may , in 
the mentb of September , p netrate many yards into a 
cavern in the Glacier , -when young girls bring htm 
Jlun'irs and Jlra-wberries • 



See Julia's modeft-feeming grace , 
So fober, ft ed fa ft, and demure * 

Her downcast eye, and blushing face 
Befpeak a foul devoutly pure . 

Yet Julia , tho in public coy 

As Nymphs who watch'd the veftal fire, 
In fccret gives a loofe to joy , 

And throbs with uncontroul'd defire . 

So Etna's fummit crown'd with fnow 
Th' aftonish'd failor views afar , 

While cavcrn'd fires abound below , 
And wage within unceafing war . 

They who once lov'd muft ftill adore, 

And ftill purfue the wanton dame; 
Till, like Empedoclss of yore, 
* They perish in the fatal flame ? 



ON THE 

PLEASURES OF POETRY 



Et the dull wretch , upon whofc natal hour 
Nor Mufs nor Grace bcltow'd one genial ray , 
Blame all purfuits but thofe of wealth and power, 
And damn to fcorn the Bard's fublimcft lay. 

Vet arc there joys to vulgar fouls unknown, 
Unfelt by thofe who view them with difdain, 

Joys by the facred Mufe rcfrrv'd alone 

I ; or them the fav'rjtes of her blifsful reign. 

Not that their brows with laurel wreath are bound, 
And liftcning crouds their choral plaudits raife; 

Not that proud Fame's wide-echoing trump shall found 
To fpread from pole to pole their dcathlefs praife . 

But that of Heav'n belov'd, and Fancy-bled, 
All Nature to their eye appears more bright ; 

Her every charm with rapture fills their brealt , 
And not a grace eludes their piercing fight . 

Their eye's M fine phrenry M marks her ample reign , 
Fntranc'd they bend before each awful form; 

The dark-brow'd forelt, and the boundlefs main, 
The cloud-capt mountain , and the whelming ftorm . 
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For them more beauteous fmiles the vernal day, 

And brighter tints adorn the rural bowers; 
Tis theirs to rove thro* fcenes for ever gay , 
And cull Imagination's faireft flowers . 

Chants the lone throttle at the clofe of day , 
Or shines the dew-drop on the morning rofe , 

Or breathes the wood-bine on their noon-tide way, 
No common tranfport in their bofom glows . 

Where'er they irray beneath propitious skies, 
Soft mufick trills, etherial forms appear-, 

Vifions withheld but from poetic eyes , 
And founds that only greet the purged ear . f 

Shall then the rigid critic's wrinkled brow, 
Shall fimp'ring Folly's vain contemptuous fnecr, 

Bid us no more our ardent hopes avow, 
And damp the rifing glow with chilling fear? 

Not fo my Friends — while thefe gay (cenesye rove, 
Where youthful Milton nurs'd his growing flame; 

Where Gray in Fancy's loom his raptures wove*, 
Purfue the track that leads to living Fame. 

(t) The heartily tune which none can hear 
Of human mold with grofs unpurged ear r 

Milton's Arcades 



As when to Glory's feats the prophet flew 
To his lov'd friend the mantle he refign'd , 

Johnson , bleft shade ! shall his on Piozzi view , 
His nervous fenfe with female foftnefs join'd . 

Thy cyprefs wreath , Melpomene , to gain 
Greatheed shall fcorn thro meaner walks to (tray ; 

And Merry pour his ever-varying drain, 
Crown'd by each Mufe the ferious and the gay . 

I too , allnr'd by love of lofty rhime , 

Left the white cliff where Britain's furges roar; 

And much I hop'd from this infpiring clime, 
Arno's rich vale, and Tiber's claflic shore. 

Haply, I faid, the Mufe may there be found, 

By me, vain thought! to Genius clofe allied, 
For him with equal force she breathes around 
* Eartham's chill feat, and Lavant's fcanty tide. 

(*) Earth am in Suffex , the feat of Mf Haytey the author 
of fever a I celebrated modern Poems , tbo beautified by 
histafleis naturally expo fed and barren — the La van t 
is a flream that flows under the walls of Cbichefter and 
is fo very inftgnificant , that it's channel is fometimet 
entirely dry : yet the maflerly compofttions of Collins , 
who lived in that neighborhood have made it vye with 
the mojl diflinguislid rivers of antiquity. 
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SIR ROLAND 

A FRAGMENT 



the Knight with (tarry shield, 

Chas'd the gigantic fpoiler from the field : 

But foon each forrow of his foul returns , 

With jealous rage , and fierce revenge he burns , 

Spurs his fleet courfer on in wild defpair , 

And calls aloud his violated fair . 

Now midnight reign'd , and thro' the troub'lous skie9 

The sharp hail drives , and yelling blafts arife ; 

Yet brave Sir Roland with unslackcn'd force, 

O'er the lone heath purfues his eager courfe ; 

With curfes rends the air, and dares to war 

The porent Wizard of the shadowy car. 

Far off he view'd a folitary light , 

Whofe paly luftre piercM the gloom of night, 

Thither the love-lorn Hero bends his fpeed , 

While mountains anfwer to the neighing deed. 

Soon as arriv'd , his wond'ring eyes behold 

A penfivc Damiel , deck'd in robes of gold , 

Where mingling di'monds their effulgence shed , 

With the pearl's modeft white , and ruby's red. 

Beneath an aged cyprefs she reclinM , 

A pendant lamp was waving in the wind , 



That fcatter'd far a melancholy gleam , 
And ting'd the watry waft? with feeble beam . 
For near, an Ocean roar'd , and dash'd around 
It's foamy billows , with terrific found . 
And ever and anon was heard the cry 
Of shipwreck'd men iti dying agony . 
At his approach she ftarts, then lifts her veil, 
And shows a funken vifag? ghaftly pale; 
On the intrepid Knight, her languid gaze 
Intently fixes , and at length she fays . 
" The wish'd-for hour is come, by fate's decree, 
" And thou shalt traverfe yonder deen with me, 
" The bark attends, and lo ! the wanton gale 
" Swells the foft bofom of th* impatient fail . 
" Then linger not , but all-enraptur'd share 
" The promis'd blifs , nor mourn thy ravish'd fair; 
H I love thy manly form , thy youthful face , 
n Admire thy valour , and adore thy grace . 

The knight obferved her with aftonish'd eye, 
And much he wish'd , but more he fcorn'd to fly: 
For as the breeze affail'd her gorgeous veft , 
The opening folds difclos'd a putrid brcaft . 
Nearer he comes, and marks, depriv'd of skin, 
Her haggard jaws difplay a direful grin : 
Onward she goes , by incantation's laws 
Th'amaz'd Sir Roland unrefilHng draws, 
" Here leave thy fte?d , she cries, and never more, 
" Shalt thou behold him on this hated shore . 
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But gentleft joys th'approaching hours await, 
And beaury fpreads for thee her couch of (late. 
Then beck'ning mounts the bark , the knight obeys , 
Nor quits her guiding lamp's unhallow'd rays . 

Soon as the vefTel cut the foamy tide , 
Around Itrange fpe&res, and fell monftcrs glide, 
One bathed in tears rofe from the liquid bed, 
With the fort femblance of a Virgin's head, 
Thrice waved her hand, and shook her fedgy hair, 
And heav'd a piteous figh,and cried — "beware! " 
Next came an aged Seer, whofe feeble breath, 
Could fcarcely utter, — " Knight beware of death ; " 
Then plunging downward in a ferpent's form* 
They curl'd the furges like an angry ftorm . 
Now thoufand other grisly shapes were feen, 
Rolling their fiery eyes the waves between ; 
Here shrieking maidens felt the fore'd embrace, 
There murder laugh'd , and show'd his guilty face. 
A moment after all was hush'd , and o'er , 
And fuch portentous phantoms threat no more. 

But now the female at Sir Roland's fide, 
Who filent long the dauntlefs youth had ey'd 
With foul grimaces , on a fudden prefs'd 
The knight abhorrent to her mangled bread. 
Strove with the winning voice of love to fpeak, 
And laid her bare fcull on his lil> cheek; 
Imprints the bony kifs, and fain would win 
The chafte Sir Roland to the drcadly fin. 
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But when she finds not magic art infpire* 
The wild commotion of unholy fires , 
Obferves him shrink beneath her love's excefs, 
And turn in anguish from the loath'd carefs. 
Starting she left him, and in fury cried, 
n O knight accurs'd ! thou fbon shalt rue thy pride, 
Then feiz'd her lamp, and (cowling withdifdain, 
Sought the calm bottom of the roaring main . 

Dark wis the night , and o'er the pathlcfs way , 
With rapid force the ship appear'd to dray . 
In vain the youth with eye attentive feeks 
The firft faint dawning of the eaftern ftreaks 5 
But all was hopclefs , and no glimm'ring light 
Gave the wish'd earned: of departing night. 
Now to a shore the bark quick-frriking came , 
And as the shock fent forth a fudden flame , 
The Hero leaps upon th' uncertain ft rand , 
An lifts his unsheath'd fword with defp'rate hand . 
While slow he trod this defolated coaft, 
From the crack'd ground uprofe a warning ghoft , 
Whofe figure all-con fus'd was dire to view , 
And loofc his mantle flow'd of shifting hue; 
He shed a luftre round , and fadly prefs'd 
What feem'd his hand upon what feem'd his bread; 
Then raisM his doleful voice, like wolves that roar 
In famish'd troops on Orcas' fteepy shore, 
" Approach yon antiquated tow'r , he cried, 
" There bold Rinaldo , fierce Mambrino died ; 
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" Thou too , perchance , shalt tread the felf-fame road , 
" Approach , ( fo fate commands ) the dark abode. 
The knight advancing ftruck the fatal door, 
And hollow chambers fend a fullen roar. 
As slow it opens, there appears a pag e , 
With limbs of pliant youth, and face of age. 
M W-lcome he cried , from dangers thou haftshar'd, 
" The banquet's ready, and thy brd prcpar'd : " 
Thro* winding paflag'S the knight he leads, 
And often fighs , and often tells his beads; 
Stops at an entrance ftain'd with Mood , and faid 
" Accept brave youth the banquet and the bed . " 
Then fcreaming loud he vanish'd from the light, 
And the bell toll'd amid the filent night. 
Sir Roland enters, where throughout the room, 
One taper shows the melancholy gloom ; 
And rudely hanging by her twitted hair, 
A slaughtered female's Marring eye-balls glare, 
While from the curtain'd bed fuch groans arofe. 
As fpoke the anguish of fevered woes, 
* And fmote his heart 

(*) To excite horror by defcription has already fuceeeded 
in M r Horace Walpole's Caftle of Otranto , and in the 
Sir Ber fraud of M r * Barbauld, the above is an attempt 
oj the ftme kind in verfe , though the author is very 
feu fib le tbet the jingle of rhime mufl in a great mcafure 
dcj.roy the effect , 
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SONG 

The warbling wood-lark's melting lays; 
I own the luftre of her eyes 

Mocks the bright di'mond's lucid blaze . 

Yet can I meet devoid of fear 

The matchlefs fplendor of her charms ; 
And when she fings unmov'd can hear, 

Nor dread the tyrant Love's alarms. 

What wondrous fpell preferves my heart 
When fong and beauty both aflail? 

What magic foils the two-fold dart, 
And makes their utmoft influence fail? 

'Tis that, by affectation fway'd, 

The nymph difcards each native grace. 

And, feeking Art's fantaftic aid, 
Bids ftudied airs ufurp their place . 

Her looks and gelhires all declare 
She aims o'er every heart to reign ; 

We fee the danger, and prepare 

To guard againft the 'witching chain. 

So the free bird high-pois'd in air, 
Whom crafty fowlers downward lure, 

If chance he fpy the wily fnare , 
Joyful efcapes, and fings fecurc. 



SONG 

youthful Bard, with rebel pride, 
Love's mighty pow'r had long defied; 
He woo'd the Mufe with coniHnt aim, 
Nor fought, nor fear'd another flame. 

But foon as Stella treads the plain, 
Soft poifon thrills thro ev'ry vein , 
And all the Nine unable prove 
To shield him from the shafts of Love. 

* What tho 'the Mufe's wreath be found 
To guard the brow it twines around 
When Jove's own lightnings cleave the skief , 

— *Tis no defence from Stella's eyes ! 

ON SOME FLOWERS PAINTED BY A LADY 

Twixt Art and Nature long has been the ftrife, 
.'Tis rare the copy pleafes as the life; 
But charm'd with Stella's chafte df figns we view 
The pictur'd flow'r more beauteous than the true, 
Her every touch can fome new grace impart, 
And Narurs blushing yields the palm to Art! 

— Yet Nature hold, for her foft cheek difclofes 
Still fairer lilies, and ftill brighter rofes;. 

Art fees ab ish'J , nor more difputes the throne , 
For thofe O Nature , thofe are all thy own ! 

(•) It tons believd ly the ancients that the laurel facred to 
tbi Mnfcs was proof against the effetfs of lightning. 



HYMN 

T O 

♦ DEATH 

Homme deflineau travail, a la peine , if a la douleur , 
confole-toi , car tu es mortel . 

O Man! by fate condemned to know 
Sad toil, and bitter want, and woe, 
Confole thyfelf that thou shalt die ; 
The morning wakes thee but to grieve* 
Thy listlefs limbs recline at eve , 
Fatigued with life's oppreflive round; 
Confole thyfelf for death is nigh, 
And fweet repofe is in his bofom found . 

Obferve upon the tumbling furge 
Yon little bark the tempests urge, 
At length attains the peaceful bay, 
Secure from winds and ftormy tides* • 
Safe in the tranquil port it rides . 
— Where rocks arife where whirlwinds rave 
Life is alas ! that troubled fea , 
The Harbour where they ne'er approach ; the Grave . 

(*) This is a translation of the chief part »f the Hymne a 
la Mori of M. Marmontel, in Les Incas Vol a page 160. 
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Behold the mother's anxious love, 
Requires her little child to prove, 
Left to himfelf, his idle power; 
With ftep unfure, and vain alarms, 
Feeble he runs with out-lrretch'd arms, 
Leaps on her neck with panting breath, 
And feels his wcaknefs now no more . 
That infant's man , the tender parent , Death . 

He that could first creation give, 
Sends forth a breath, and lo • we live, 
When he recalls that breath, we die. 
What wonder, if 'tis fwiftly past 
Within our breast, like yonder blast 
That shakes the foliage of the grove; 
Wonders the quiv'ring foliage, why 
It cannot fix the wind that loves to rove? 

Haft thou not often found to go 
Time ling'ring on, and much too slow? 
Becaufe 'tis time that brings us death. 
Death is the goal where nature tends, 
Of life impatient where she ends . 
Why wishes man to morrow come ? 
It is becaufe to day we breathe , 
And that to morrow brings us to the tomb. 

k 
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V 

And age, that cruelly deftroyi 
Each facial blifs the foul enjoys, 
Weaknefs , and pain , and error too , 
Sweet sleep, that charms our woes to peace » 
( Forgotten with ourfelves they Ceafe : ) 
Ennui, to which this life's a slave, 
All all combining feem to woo, 
Habituate , and lead us to the grave . 

And who would bear perpetual fpleen 
Lefs dreadful had the exit been ? 
Tis nature bids the fear arife , 
That we may not too quickly leave 
This fcene, where all are doom'd to grieve; 
On utmost life's dread bound'ry shows 
An awful gulph to mortal eyes, 
Lest by defertion we should fly our woes. 



( # ) Eight copies of the above translation have hen be fore 
privately printed , nvitb the Ode to Indolence , and the 
Ode on a dijlant profpeff of Rome , but all three have 
fnee undergone very material alterations* 
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TRANSLATION 

OF THE FIRST CHORUS 

IN TASSO'S AMINTA 

" 0 belia it* delCoro. 99 



Age of Gold, for ever bleft! 
Not that each ft ream a milky wave, 
And honied drops each thicket gave : 
That Earth from her luxuriant breaft 
Spontaneous harvefts then fupplied, 
Where harmlefs ferpents lov'd to glide: 
That no dark clouds their wings outspread, 
Pure light o'er laughing skies was shed, 
And jocund Spring eternal reign VI ; 
Whofe trefles now too oft are ftain'd 
With lingering Winter's ftormy shower, 
Or fcorch'd by Summer's fultry power : 
* Nor wandering pines to fome far-diftant shore, 
War's dread array , or Art's and Nature's treafures bore . 

^*) Ne port* peregrino 

0 guerra , o mtrce agli alt rut lid'i il pi no . 




N4 h8 y+* 

But rather that thy empty name, 
Of later times myfterious cheat , 
Idol of error , and deceit ! 
Ne'er then upheld it's haughty claim: 
Who fince weak man thou haft enthrall'd, 
Art by the vulgar Honor call'd . 
Thou ne'er didft then thy arts employ 
To dash the sprightly cup of joy : 
The terrors of thy awful throne 
To free-born fouls were then unknown; 
But Liberty her fway maintain'd , 
And o'er each grateful bofom reign'd, 
Where Nature had this golden law impreft, 
That mull be ever right, which renders mortals Weft. 

Then flow'ry vales, and dreams among, 
The little Loves undrtaded play'd , 
And without bows or torches itray'd , 
While Echo anfwer'd to their fong. 
The nymphs and shepherds then reclin'd , 
In fond embraces gently twin'd; 
. Murmurs and whifper'd flghs were mix VI, 

And balmy kifles clofely fix'd. 
The virgin's breaO, of dazzling hue , 
♦ Like unripe apples met the view , 

(•) E It poma d<l feno , actrbc e crudi , 
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Each blushing charm was then reveal'd , 
Now wirh fuch irudious care conceal'd : 
And oft the lover with his fair was fecn , 
Sporting in azure lakes the glaflTy waves between. 

Till ruthlefs Honor ftrove to hide 
The fount of ever-dear delight, 
And it's fair waters, fparkling bright, 
To Love's impatient thirft denied. 
Bade the bright eye's enchanting fire 
Within it's filken fringe retire ; 
In artful braids the hair confin'd , 
That wont to wanton in the wind : 
Bade his imperious voice reprefs 
The tranfports of each foft carefs * 
Bind all our words in slavish chain; 
Our fteps with cruel art retrain; 
And while his hated triumphs we deplore, 
Made that a theft become, which was a gift before'. 

This fatal change from Honor fprings, 
His frown each trembling mortal fears , 
And Love and Nature fink in tears , 
Fell tyrant thou of haughty kings I 
Shall now thy barbarous force invade 
The tenants of the peaceful shade ? 



Hence to the pow'rful and the great 1 
Difturb their slumbers and their ftate : 
While we like our forefathers live , 
And tafte the raptures Love can give, 
Yes, let us love while yonder fun 
Thro Heav'n's wide vault his courfe shall run *, 
Too foon alas! for us, his tranfient light 
Shall fink no more to rife , and leave eternal night ! 
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IMITATION 

O F 

METASTASIO 

Scrivo in tt t amnio nome 

O verdant Laurel at whofe foot reclin'd > 
Forc'd for a while from Stella to depart » 

Her name I carve upon thy tender rind, 
As Love imprints it on my faithful heart . 

As thy fair leaves thro varying feafons shine » 
May she her conftant flame preferve for me \ 

Nor e'er my fond impadion'd hopes decline , 
Or like thy waving branches fruitlefs be . 

The fun's best influence on thy roots be shed , 
Kind be each gale, propitious ev'ry shower; 

That with thy trunk her honor'd "name may fpread, 
Whofe love enchants me with increafing power! 

The Nymphs who haunt old Arno's filver tide , 
And thofctowhom the neighb'ring ftceps are dear , 

All rural Deities, with sylvan pride, 
Shall dance around thee each returning year. 



To thee al! trees shall yield, the rtately pine 
With envy thy fuperior honors fee, 

Thy glory Idumcan palms outshine , 

And e'en the British oak fubmit to thee ! 

Thy wreaths alone my grateful brow shall bind 
To thee will I confide my hopes and fears; 

My rapt'rous fong shall tell when Stella's kind , 
And if she frown, I'll water thee with tears 

Beneath thy shade may no unfaithful fwain , 
No cruel maid with foft repofe be bleft , 

No birds of boding cry thy boughs prophane , 
And Philomel alone there build her neft .' 



ON DESCENDING THE RIVER PO . 



down the rapid PO I chanc'd to glide, 
And view'd it's fertile banks on either fide. 
To both of which did formerly belong 
A mighty Matter in the art of fong: 
That, who in times long pad, with daring aim. 
For great JEsea% fwell'd the trump of Fame ; 
And this, of later dace, whofe various page 
Blends num'rous fubjefts with Orlando's rage. 
Eager to imitate each Bard fublime , 
How did I wish to build fome lofty rhime, 
That/thus enshrin'd, my name with their's might lair 
Thro diftant years, till Time's long reign be paft! 
— When fudden , from between the parted tide , 
A pallid Spectre rofe, and thund'ring cried, 
" Rash youth ! who dar'st fuch haughty hopes avow , 
" I who was lefs prefumptuous far than thou , 
Who only ask'd to guide a fingle day 
My Father's ftceds along th 1 etherial way , 
Hurl'd from on high here met a wat'ry tomb , 
Beware, nor tempt a Mill more dreadful doom » " 
He faid — end funk beneath the circling wave*, 
Trembling I heard the ftern advice he gave , 
Felt my own litclenefs , and want of ftrength , 
And thought no more to aim at works of length . 




TO BACCHUS 

DITHYRAMBICK 



Ob come, o Bella f ardor de i vim 
Pii corallini tmi labbr't fa, 



D % un tal fapore , cbe Amor non ba. 



VV Elcome, welcome, rofy God! 
Welcome with thine ivy rod , 
Welcome with thy jocund train, 
Gaily roving o'er the plain ; 
Let me tafte thy copious cup, 
Let me drink, and drink it up, 
Sweet refource that checks the figh, 
And the tear that fills the eye! 

But for thee, extatic Pow'r ! 
All my tedious life had been 
Blighted, like yon drooping flow'r, 
Full of forrow , full of fpleen . 
The grape'* Wood Co richly pouring, 
Sends us laughing, dancing, roaring, 
To the happier realms of Folly , 
From Stygian caves of Melancholy . 



Bacco vi ftilla Juave umore 




Welcome , welcome , rosy God ! 
Welcome, with thine ivy rod: 
Thou haft heard the billows roar , 
Round Britannia's chalky shore ; 
There haft feen the jovial crew 
Gloomy Winter's rage fubdue; 
When befide the fea-coal fire , 
Wifely talks the country fquire ; 
And the rural politician 
Speaks the praife of Oppofition ; 
While the noisy fportsmen mix 
Many a tale of Renard's tricks-* 
As the corks unnumber'd fly, 
Mirth attends with wanton eye. 
Quaint device, facetious ftory , 
And loud fong of England's glory . 

Welcome, welcome, rosy God! 
Welcome , with thine ivy rod , 
Welcome with thy jocund train, 
Gaily roving o'er the plain . 
Thou haft led the fprightly dance, 
With the feftive fwains of France; 
Mingled with theblue-ey'd loves, 
In the rich Burgundian groves ; 
There the liquid ruby flows , 
And the maiden's bofom glows , 
As the am'rous shepherd's lay. 
Tells her of a brighter day , 



Did'st thou drive thy ti^er'd car, 
Where the daring fons of war, 
In the Garrifon combine, 
To worship thee, O God of wine? 
Haft thou heard them proudly talk 
How great Conflans conquer'd Hawke? 
How old England to defy 
When De GraflTe in fury came, 
Rodney's fleet was fore'd to fly? 
Rodney, fav'rite child of Fame ! 

Hark, they boa ft fublimer blifles, 
RaptVous nights, and ftolen kitics, 
Tell the favors ladies grant, * 
La Mar qui ft*, la Prefidente* 
Then defcant with folemn glee, 
Gorge fttperbe, et quel efprit! 
Till at length their fwords they draw, 
Vive t amour , et vive le Roi f 

Welcome, welcome, rofy Godf 
Welcome, with thine ivy rod: 
Welcome, with thy jocund train, 
Welcome to the Tufcan plain. 
Let us laugh, 
And let us quaff 
Rich * Alb ano v 

(*) The different wines here mentioned are thofe which 
the mqfl ejkem'd in Tufcany. 



Bright Vajano, 

Nor thy grape, 

Montalcino ! shall efcape ; 

Let the Mezzomonte flow, 

Bid the Aliatic' glow , 

While, Sovereign of all other wines, 

Montepulciano proudly shines. 

— Now , my friends , I give you warning, 

I will drink from night to morning, 

And when Morn, in purple veft , 

Calls the fober herd from reft, 

With the Satyrs I'll be found , 

Drinking deep , and drinking round • 

What care I tho Phillis fair 

Sweetly braid her auburn hair , 

Tho her eye, in circles moving; 

And her cheek of rofeate hue , 

Teach the tender force of loving , 

Yet they teach us anguish too ; 

But the ever-fparkling glafs 

Hnrpier makes our moments pafs , 

While Philanthropy, and Joy, 

Open Friendsh'p, Pleafure true, 

Shall each rifmg thought employ, 

Shall each bitter pang fubdue . 



( # ) Montepulciano £ ogni vino e il Re . 

Redi 



Welcome , welcome , rosy God ! 
Welcome, with thine ivy rod; 
Welcome , with thy jocund train , 
Gaily roving o'er the plain; 
Let me tafte thy copious cup , 
Let me drink , and drink it up ; 
Sweet refource that checks the figh , 
And the tear that fills the eye ! 
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TO DIANA 

DITHYRAMBICK 



Diana , Goddefs fair ! 
Jocund huntrefs ever hail ! 
Hafte, and bind thy flowing hair} 
Let us feek the diftant vale. 
Exercife shall there be near; 
Cheerful fport shall shake his fpear , 
And raife his merry voice, 
Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, 
And fearch the grounds around, around; 
Echo in her filent cell , 
Wher? she lift'ning loves to dwell, 
Bids her mimic accents rife 
Refpondve to the found ; 
Around, around, around, she cries. 



La cap a Dea tr! forme, 
Chi fol prende a feguir. 
No* fa cbe ft a jconforto* 
Non fa cbe fia mart 'tr . 




Wine is only rage and noifc; 
Love, alas! is ferious folly; 
Then adieu ye tranfient joys. 
Sighs, and faddeft melancholy: 
Yes, adieu, adieu for ever 
All the madnefs that ye bring; 
From your pangs myfelf I fever : 
Now the morning's on the wing, 
Come O crefcent-bearing Maid » 
Lead me to the fportive shade . 
O'er the mountain, 
Thro' the grove, 
By the lake, or filver fountain; 
Wherefoe'er thy footfteps rove , 
I'll purfue, 
Still in view. 

See, from yonder frowning wood 
Burfts in rage the bridled boar.; 
Many an arrow drinks his blood ; 
Proud he hears the wild uproar, 
And eyes askaunt , with fierce difdain , 
The bleeding dogs that yell in vain ; 
Now he feeks the foamy tide , 
Plunges in, himfelf to hide, 
But , alas ! th' unerring dart 
Deeply rankles in his heart; 
Reeling forth he shuts his eyes, 
Groans in agony and dies . 



Now we feem to ride the wind , 
While the chace of ev'ry kind 
Urges on our wand'ring glee : 
O ! the rapt'rous energy I 
Health , with rosy cheek , is there ; 
Thoughtlefs Eafe , unknown to care ; 
Peace , that waves in wanton fold 
Her curls of burnish'd gold 
And Laughter too 
Is ever nigh , 

With dimpling cheek, and half-shut eye, 

And face of crimfon hue . 

And (more the foul to blefs) 

With animating look, and warm carefs, 

With carelefs ftep , and free , 

Queen of herfelf, and fond of change, 

From place to place is feen to range 

Extatic Liberty. 

And mark how o'er the world's domain 
Extends, O Dian fair! thy boundlcfs reign; 
E'en mighty monarchs leave th^ir court, 
And to th? breathing plain refort, 
Where, with the fprightly horn and hound, 
Relief from regal woes is found; 
And oft on Afric's fultry shore 
The favage youth thy joys adore; 
And oft, where rigid feafons roll 
In ling'ring fadnefs near the Pole, 

/ 



Amid the realms of en^lefs fnow, 
Thou giv'st the only blifs the natives know. 
— Here where winding Arno laves 
His pebbly shores with fallow waves, 
Now the pleating toil is done , 
And twilight veils the fetting fun, 
All beneath yon fpreading tree 
I'll recline, and think of thee, 
Of thee and all thy beauteous train , 
And feel a love without a pain : 
Such thy chafte, thy dear d light; 
* Welcome sleep, and welcome night! 

( 4 ) Tbefe lines to Diana have been already printed in an 
English news paper, but very imperfectly. 




Digitized by Google 



TO VENUS 

DITHYRAMBIGK 

Ob ftlUe , fur tun at o 

Cbi ti fiegue , Dr<i / amor f 

lnf elite 9 sfvrtunato 

Cbi ti fugge per timor I 

C^Ueen of the rapt'rous hour! 

0 Cyprian Venus hear ! 

1 court thy gentle pow'r , 
I love to be thy slave > 

Enchanting Daughter of th'inconftant wave! 

My heart is all thy own , 

I worship thee alone, , 

For fure thy smile is wond'rous dear, 

The languor of thy ftedfaft eye, 

And dear thy cheek's fresh glow , 

Thy wavy locks, and bread of fnow , 

And dearer ftill thy yielding figh . 

To thee an altar will I raife , 

And bind it round with many a rofe , 

With myrtle, and fweet jeflamine , 

The pale pink , and the gadding woodbine , 
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And every flow'r that blows ; 

And there the wiftful maid shall gaze, 

And there the ring-dove's note , 

Shall fwell his am'rous throat, 

And there the frisking kid shall play, 

The milk-white lamb shall fondly Irray , 

And mounting high on dappled wing, 

The hov'ring lark shall gaily fing ; 

But every bird of bod ng cry , 

The blifsful fcene shall fly , 

And every noxious reptile leave the grove, 

Sacred to peace , to innocence, and love. 

O may'st thou at thy vot'ry's pray'r 
Bring to my longing arms, 
The blooming girl I molt adore , 
Sweet is her eye, her shape, her air, 
Herfelf a wildernefs of charms ; 
And may I then thofe beauties prefs, 
And live amid the wild excefs , 
Her 70ne unloos'd I'll bear to thee, 
Eternal Queen of Extacy ! 
My gratitude can do no more . 

O come my fair one come away ! 
And vi-w the rifing (tar of day; 
How proud he pours the mighty beam , 
That feems to fire yon chryftal frrcam , 
While on the early breeze is borne 
The diftant mufick of the horn , 



That mingles with the hunter's cry , 

To hail the welcome deity . 

Sportive pleafure deck'd in green, 

Roves the Tufcan hills between, 

And with heads amid the skies, 

Th' * empurpled Appenines arife , 

Where Winter fullenly retires, 

From flaunting Summer's scorching firef. 

Love has made the fcene fb gay , 

Brightens e'en the morning ray, 

Natuie wears a drefs divine, 

While your arm is lock'd in mine. 

Love alike fubdues the pow'r, . 

Of the dog-ftar's fultry hour , 

And fcatters odours thro' the glade , 

As fond I woo th? blushing maid j 

When ftlence rules , fave where the bee 

Labours on with busy glee, 

Humming deep his drowsy fong , 

While the riv'let glides along, 

Or the fturdy woodman's ftroke, 

Humbles fome gigantic oak, 

Or perchance is heard from far, 

The murmur of the rattling car . 

■ 

(•) The Appenines are frequently tinged toiti 4 furpU 
luflre at the rifing and fitting of the Sun . 



Soon as Evening mild , and gray , 
Steals upon the parting day , 
And the Bat puiTues his flight, 
Rifing on the feeble light, 
While the Attic bird of woe , 
Pours her plaintive notes , and slow : 
Pan ( fo pleafing fancy fays ) 
Takes his ruftic pipe and plays, 
While the Satyrs trooping round , 
With ears erect devour the found; 
And the wanton Fauns are feen , 
Dancing o'er the level green . 
Let us now from yonder height, 
View the filver horn of night , 
That the Moon appears to bear, 
Like a huntrefs thro the air . 
This is fure the hour of love, 
Each tumultuous care at reft , 
Thrilling hopes can only move, 
Thrilling tranfnorts fire the bretft. 

O Venus hail ! all hail immortal Queen! 
Thou reign'ft unbounded o'er the human fcene, 
Wh?re the bright Thames shines forth in azure pride, 
To where the Ganges rolls a foamy tide , 
Where the redundant Nile expands his courfe, 
Or Niagara throws her headlong force; 
Still from the Eaft to Weft , from Pole to Pole , 
Thou e'er shalt rule great Sov'reign of the whole . 
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*ODE 

ALIA 

VENERE DE' MEDICI 

TRADOTTA DAL DOTTORE 

LORENZO PIGNOTTI 

o Dea che i dolci e tencri 
Dcfir ne'cori accendi , 
£ in forme impareggiabili 
In qnefto marmo fplendi: 

Tu che, a forma r si amabile 
Sembiante pellegrino, 
Spirairi al greco genio 
II foffio tuo divino: 

Quefte che alia tua imagine 
DeirArno in fulle rive 
Porto, deh non ti fpiacciano, 
OfFertc mie votive, 

• 

Non gii colombe candide, 
Non gii lo ftuol belante 
Vengono a te per tingerti 
Del fangue lor fumante: 

(*) Vedafi a pag.+x. 
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T'offro doni men barbari, 
D' amor foavi note , 
Treccie tefTute in miftiche 
Cifre agl'amanti note. 

Innanri a te rallegrafi 

L* aria, la terra, e Fonda, 
Tutti i viventi afcoltano 
La voce tga feconda . 

D' Anglia i figli ti (ieguono 
Stretti in fevero imene, 
Qui intorno a te fi legano 
Pin liber e car en c . 

Ma io che privo, a hi mifero! 
Del caro ben mi trovo 
I tuoi beati e fervidi 
Trafporti or piu non provo 

Tardi i momenti fcorrono 
Privi d'ogni diletto; 
Noiofa calma e fhipida 
M'occupa il vuoto petto. 

O Dea ! per quell' incognita 
Tenera e dolce forza , 
Che lc furie terribili 
Del Dio dell' armi finorza , 



mm >m 



Per quanta, ebra di giubilo 
Fclicita godefti , 
Quando il bra ma to giovane 
Fra le We braccia avefti; 

I cari affctti deftamH 

Tocn'ai <lel cor lc cktavi, 
Fa che di nnovo ei palpiti 
A i moti fuoi foavi. 

V indiflferenia gelida 

Difcaccia da] mio core, 
E qualche bella accendafi 
Per me di pari ardore. 

Allor la fiamma Aonia 
Rifveglerafli in feno , 
Allor s'udranno PAngliche 
Mufe ful fuol Tirrenoi 

Come allorchi la cetera 
L'amico Merry fcote, 
E P Arno arrefta il liquid* 
Piede ad udir fue note . 



VERSI SCIOLTI 

Imprnvifamentt fcritti at lume a* una cbiara notte 

i eftate 

Dal D. M. L. 

Vvi nella materia atrrice fbm « 
Che genera, e diftrugge; i inqui ro fpirto 
D' uom vaneggiante in Bella notte e chiara 
Coll' idee di Platon feco dicea ) : 
Defla e I* ignoto Nume, a cui davante 
Umil fi proftra , e in vario nome invoca 
L' Etiope adufto , e il Sarmato gelato . 
Agita quefta for7a in fpario immenfo 
Giove con Martc , e con ben mille e mille 
Soli fplendenti il nolrro Globo errante, 
Ch' empie si piccol ipazio in tanto vuoto. 
Quefta I cagion che Tun full* altro ruoti 
De'vortici lo ftnolo; e mentre intende 
Pronto quefto a fiiggir, quello ad opporfi , 
Con leggi varie e con temprate fila , 
Tutta mantiene 1' infinita mole 
In pacifico egual fiftema eterno . 
Quefta di vital fugo inietta i ftami 
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Delia Famiglia vegetanre , e dentrO 

II cupo feno dell' antica Madre 

Forma i petrofi ftrati , e 1' oro impafta . 

Per efTa pur fotto le grofle lane 

Sente il Paftore le amorofe voglie 

E per Fille fofpira ; in felva ofcura 

Canta il dolce Ufignuol; guina neU*onda 

II pefce nuotator ; tutto all* impero 

Obbedifce di lei , e tutto k vita . 

Nc pcrchc cada coll 1 annofa fronte 

La rovere nodofa , o pcrchc al gelo 

Di cbndenfata neve il monte fenda 

II fuo robufto fianco, attiva mcno 

F la forra inefaufta ; eflTa lo fteflb 

Efercita poter quando s' inoftra 

Nell' Oriente il Sole , e quando muore . 

Tanto h il desio di generare in lei , 

Che per dar vita a quei , que ft i disface 

Eflcri gii creati ; e quad sdegni 

Che neghittofa troppo la trattenga 

La materia formata, la difcioglie? 

E pria che torni agli elementi primi, 

Dalla cener, dal loto, e dalla polve 

Eccira a refpirare infetti e vermi , 

Che in varie guife poi cangia e trasforma. 

Uomo fuperbo che tant* alto miri 

Colle idee dell'orgoglio, a quefta legge 

Tu pur foggiaci; di tua fragil falma 



Vuol Natura veftire e bruti e piante* 
Ne fi refifte a lei, quefto e il deer- to: 
Vuol che quella poriion d* et?reo fuoco , 
Che t'informa e ti muove, alfin ritorni 
A inabiflarfi in lei , qual rivo al mare , 
Che riceve e ridona. — In tai deliri 
Ennifiafte Filofofo vagava , 
Mentre il filenzio de'notturni e chiari 
A fir i tenea i mortali in dolce fonno *, 
Quando rifcoflb al primo fuon di fquilla 
Dal letargo improvvifo di ragione, 
Pieg6 a terra i ginocchi , ed ambo ftese 
Le mani a Lui, che die ferme7ra al Sole 
Moto alia Terra, Creatore e Dio, 
Non attributo di materia inerte, 
Ma vera EflTenza per cui^tutto a vita; 
E davanti a cui Ton chimere e fble 
I penfamenti delle Scuole Achee . 




VALLOMBROSA 



klOvVeign of th' enrapturM foul, 
That willing owns thy mild controul , 
Contemplation , hither come ■ 
I have lov'd with thee to roam 
Wild Helvetia's fteeps between. 
And gaze upon each wond'rous fcenei 
Whether, when the morning light 
Gilds the Glacier's lofty height, 
Where the broken fragments lie, 
Fancy bade my wand'ring eye 



(*) Theft objecJs have often charmed the author in Switzer- 
land — The broken parts of the Glaciers prefent a number 
*f furpritimg and irregular forms , which arc in many 
places no imperfecl reprefentithns of ruin'd Archite- 
cture — The cnfcade ofStauhhach which falls from a 
height rather more than nine hundred feet , when the fun 
shines upon it , prefent s a mo ft beautijul Rainbow — The 
rofy hue on the fummit of Mont Blanc , feen on a fine 
evening from the neighborhood of Geneva , mufl draw 
the attention of the mo ft carelefs obferver . It is on tbit 
account fometimes calf d Monte Rofa by the Italians . 



In the icy maff admirt 

Many an arc, and many a fpirc, 

Like the labor'd works of ftonc , 

By the hand of Time o'erthrown . 

Or, when Phoebus o'er my head 

His (trait-down rays at noon had shed, 

Where Staubbach's impetuous courfe , 

Rushing on with headlong force, 

From a rock with clouds that blends 

Thrice three hundred feet defcends j 

There, amid the falling ftreatn, 

Behold fair Iris catch the beam. 

And her many-color'd bow 

In brighter hues exulting show. 

Or, at Evening's gradual clofe , 

By the azure lake repofe, 

And obferve Night's shadowy veil 

O'er furrounding objefts fteal ; 

While afar Mont Blanc difplays 

On his top the lingering rays , 

And awhile th* eternal fnows 

Counterfeit the blushing rofe; 

Soon the lovely tints decay, 

By degrees they fade away , 

Till the fainter gleams are paft , 

And paleft white remains at laft . 

Long the Tufcan Summer's heat 
Has confin'd my eager feet 5 



Sculpture's shapes exact and true, 
Painting's imitative hue , 
Poetry's creative power, 
Here have fill'd each mufing hoar; 
Sated now with works of Art, 
All her wonted joys depart; 
Nature's wide exhauftlefs ftore 
Now shall charm her votary more. 
Lo ! a milder ray appears . 
It*s head th' autumnal crocus rears, 
Contemplation, maid divine! 
Mount with me the Appennine . 

Florence now I leave behind , 
Thro* the length'ning valley wind , 
There but fruitlefs is my toil , 
Little yields th' ungrateful foil , 
Sav th" cluft'ring grapes that shine 
Depending from th' empurpled vine. 
Now the mountain's foot I gain, 
And to the Convent rife with pain* 
* Vallombrosa , facred shade ! 
For Peace and meek Devotion made: 

(•) A Convent of Benedict net fituated in th Appenino* , 
about eighteen miles from Fhreuce % *nd three from the 
fummit or Seecbieta , it tons in the year i o i J 

by Giovanni Gnalberto a nobleman of Florence , -whopt 
Brother Hugo having been kilCd by a relation , be was 



Safe from pangs the worldling knows, 
Here fecure in calm repofe , 
• Far from life's perplexing maxe , 
The pious Fathers pafs their days ; 
And the bell's shrill-tinkling found 
Regulates their conftant round . 
They roufe with hymns the morning ray , 
Vefpers chant at clofe of day , 
While the Organ ftrong and clear 
Joins to charm th' attentive ear : 
Oft return their hours of pray'r , 
E'en at time of fober fare 
Some inftruttive page is read , 
And mind and body both are fed : 

train J to arms to revenge bit death ; hut meeting the 
ajfafltu alone , the latter threw him/elf on his knees , 
and made the fign of the crofs , -which fo much affecledtbe 
piety of Gualberto , that bis anger was overcome , and be 
forgave him : then going into a church to perform bis 
devotions , a miraculous animation of the crucifix , before 
which be knelt » determined him to embrace the monaflic 
life . Thefe particulars , and the fiory of the apoflate 
faid to be thrown from a rock by the devil , whofe death 
is commemorated by an infeription on the fpot where 
it happen' d , are taken from the life of S* Giovanni 
Gualberto , pvefented to the author by the bead of the 
Convent . 
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Oft they trace th' hiftoric pen , 
And legends old of fainted men, 
Liften oft to Holy Writ, 
Studies which their (late befit . 

Here the Traveller elate 
Finds an ever-open gate , 
Glad they all his wants fupply. 
And welcome beams from every eye. 
Chief I love to wander wide 
With a ferious monk my guide , 
Who, while each fcene he proud difplays 
Repeats the pious Founder's praife ; 
Gu alberto , who in youthful prime 
Forfook Ambition's march fuHlme, 
Neighing fteeds , and feat* f Arms , 
Tournaments, and Beauty's charms, 
And left the shield and nodding creft, 
To be in garb monadic dreft: 
How Religion's mild controul 
Banish'd vengeance from his foul, 
When his fword , in anger rais'd , 
For a slaughrer'd Brother blar'd ; 
How his bread , with fury (reel'd , 
While the proftrate vittim kneel'd , 
At the Crofs's pow'rful fign 
Relenting own'd the fpark divine, 
Learn'd like his Saviour to forgive, 
And bade th'appall'd alfaflln live; 



Th*n his raging paflions ceafe, 

Calm'd in the ltill abode of Peace . 

Next the Monk, with shuddering thought, 

Points the (tone by Sculpture wrought, 

Whofe characters tremendous tell 

Where the vile Apoftate fell, 

Whom, fighing to regain the world, 

The Fiend of darknefs downward hurl'd. 

Such dangers, he obferves, await 

The wretch who dares to violate 

The folemn vows he once hath giv'n 

At the awful shrine of Heav'n, 

Thus he shows the fearful fcene, 

And, each fage remark between, 

Wild*ViCANo, tumbling o'er 

The rugged rocks, is heard to roar. 

Then at eve, in vaulted room, 

Where the taper gilds the gloom , 

Pleas'd I find the ready board 

With Ample dainties jiilly ftor'd f 

Nor wants to chear the grateful gueft 

Wine from ncighb'ring vintage preftj 

While various converfe time beguilet 

Of fin without, and worldly wiles; 

Till I feek the filent bed, 

And sleep's foft dews are o'er me shed . 

(*) A Cafcadc j»Jl by tbe monument before mention d. 



But with morning let me rife, 
And shake the slumbers from my eyes, 
Upfpringing then my courfe I bend , 
And Secchieta's fteep afcend , 
Whofe brow afar diftinguish'd shines, 
The glory of the Appenines ; 
Firft is it's mid-way height array'd 
In fpreading chefnut's checquer'd shade; 
Which by the darker fir is edg'd , 
In even phalanx clofely wcdg'd ; 
Above the beechen grove is feen , 
With white arms shining thro the green: 
So on the Roman Pontiff's head 
A triple crown it proudly fpread . 
How I feel my bofom glow 
Leaving gloomy thoughts below, 
While , with every ftep , I rife 
Nearer to my native skies 
As I climb, the mountain's height 
Sometimes hides the Orb of light, 
In an inftant then his rays 
Overwhelm me with the golden bla7.e; 
So in Error's paths we wind , 
So Truth oft flashes on the mind : 
Mark upon the groves around 
Mix'd with gloom the beams are found , 
Not in gradual tints difplay'd , 
But ftrong the line twist light and shade; 
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Such the Hidden ftep below 
From high eft joy to deepeft woe . 
f As I trace , with mind ferene , 
The beauties of this rural fcene , 
Varied views of wood and lawn » 
By Nature's pencil only drawn; 
While the winding copfe retires 
Where a gentle fwell afpires , 
And skirts it modeftly around 
As if Art prefcrib'd it's bound; 
Britain feems to meet my view 
Seat of tafte and judgement true, 
In whofe delightful land alone 
Art is Nature's handmaid known ! 

Now the fteep afcent is paft, 
And the brow is gain'd at laft , 
Let me now the hours improve t 
And o'er great Nature's terrace rove; 
Not a found invades my ear, 
Save the sheep-bell tinkling near; 
Or the rude and diftant call 
Echoing thro the foreft tall; 
Or if chance my roving feet 
The shepherd of the mountain meet, 



(t) The mixture of beech towd and open lawn on the 
Scccbieta forms a perfcti model of em Emgliib park. 
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In converfe with the ruftic fwain , 
* Surpriz'd I hear fo pure a {train. 
Oft the humble hind I fee 
At fcatter'd crofTcs bend the knee, 
Prefs their feet with pious kifs 
Earn eft thought of future blifs . 
Or if the mournful fpot he reach, 
Where an ifolated beech 
By the lightening bhftcd lies* 
Stop and fix his willful eyes. 
Oft I fit me down and drink 
At the fpring's inviting brink, 
Which is clad in brighter green. 
And shadowy thickets near are feen, 
While fcorch'd by the too fervid rays 
The thirsty lawn it's turf difplays > 
So from Helicon's fweet fource 
Reviving waters take their courfe, 
And bid with joy the Poet glow 
Mid circling fccnes of human woe . 

But chief my raptur'd gaze I throw 
On th' extended view below; 
A rno, many a Poet's theme, 
Now appears a trifling ft ream, 

{*) It is very remarkable that the pea/ants of the Appe* 
nines fpeak a much purer dialect than the ru/lic its* 
habitants of the plains. 



While my curious fight I ftrain 
To find its diftant fource in vain , 
Thro the vale I fee it wind , 
Till 'tis loft the hills behind ; 
Such the difappointment fprings 
When we feek the caufe of thingt. 
Yet, tho now on Arno's fide 
Villas rife in glittering pride, 
* Methinks the tracts around difplay 
How impetuous Ocean's fway 
Once with wafteful fury fpread 
The wild waves o'er each mountain's head; 
Thus where'er our footftcps range 
Still appear the marks of change . 
On vender brow the fmoke afcends, 
With air in circling columns blends; 
Tis the peafant's prudent toil 
Burns the turf t' enrich the foil; 

* « 

■ * 

(♦) The (hiking difference between the appearand of the 
Appenines and the Alps , is that the funsmits of the 
former are all rounded, as aquatic mount aius gene' 
ratly are; and the tuofl lofty of the latter uuiverfally 
terminate in points of granite , devoid either of hori- 
zontal fir at a or petrifactions i from whence it it evU 
dent that they are aboriginal, and have never heen 
covered by the Ocean . 



As the clods, improved by fire , 
New vegetative force acquire , 
Man from Death's great change shall find 
Pow'rs yet unknown exalt his mind. 
Here the blue Tyrrhenian lies. 
There lofty fummits meet the skies; 
Within the vast horizon's bound 
* Etruria fpreads, of old renown d , 
Where the Roman youth were brought* 
And myitic rites and augurs taught » 
By which weak man's vain hopes elate 
Would pry into the womb of fate } 
There too the Arts, with dawning rty, 
Gave earned of a brighter day , 
Till her f s , and every neigh'bring nam* 
Sunk amid the Roman fame; 
So mighty rivers feek the deep, 
And there at length forgotten sleep. 
Now Memory bids her pow'rs renew* 
As each fam'd fcene attracts my view , 

H Almofl all Tufcany , which it tbe ancient Etruria 
may be fit* from the top of Stccbitta % it appears 
that even to tbe time of Cicero , Etruria vat confiderd 
at tbe great fource of tbt Arts oj Divination — Si ti 
ratio qnadam Hetmfca difciplins , quam a Patre no* 
bilifftmo at que Optimo viro acceperat , non fefeliit • Ch 
eera ad Familiars Lib. (. Bp. m\ 
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Events of many a later age, 

That fill the fair recording page; 

Yonder the Punic Victor flood* 

When Thrasymen* was ftain'd with blood: 
* Here Cataline's impatient mind 

With life his daring hopes refign'd : 

There , from humbled Gaul return'd , 

Caefar's vaft ambition burn'd , 

And early plann'd th' impending doom 

Of luxury-corrupted Rome; 

But short is Man's fuccefsful pride , 

For Brutus itabb'd , and Caefar died • 
t O Pisa , founded by the hands 

Of fam*d Alpheus* Grecian bands, 

What now avails the lofty boaft: 

To foothe thy lone deferted coaft ! 

(*) Cataline was defeated and kilPd by Cuius Antouius 
in the plains of Pifioia . See Sal lull : Bell : Cat .-—Julius 
Cafar during bis Gallic wars fx s d bis quarters one 
fainter at Lucca , which was under bis government . 
Ctfar Crajfum Pompciumque im nrbem provincU fua 
Lucam extra&os compulit , &c. Svetonius in Caf. 
(t) We have VirgiTs authority for Pifa having been a 
Greek Colony, /Eneii. lib. 10. verf. 179. 

Hos parere jubent Alphese ab origine Pifie 

Urbs Etrufca folo. 
That city is now in a very languishing /late , 
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La ft my eye delighted roams « 
O'er proud Florentia*$ marble domes > 

§ Tho the Goth, with fury wild, 
Much her lovely feats defpoil'd ; 
Tho domeftic faftion more 
Since her fuffering bofom tore , 
How did Cosmo's gen'rous race 
Bid revive each fainting grace! 
Yet alas I Refleftion fage , 
As she turns th' hiftoric page, 
Muft figh to think what furies dar'd 
Invade the breads which Science shar'd, 
Fierce Revenge, and haughty Pride 

* Foul Inceft, and fell Fratricide I 

($) Florence was once deJfroy*dby Tot i la king of the Gotbt , 
afterwards it fufferd much by the contefts between the 
Guelpbs andGbibellhtet , and other internal commotions; 
till it found tranquillity and fplendor under tbe admi* 
nidation of tbe boufe of Medici . 

Duke ofTufcauy , and bis Daughter Ifabella tons ac- 
cidentally difcover*d by Georgio Vafari, a painter employ* d 
in tbe palace , in confefuence of which , Ifabella was 
afterwards flranrled by order of her butbandthe Duke 
of Bracciano — John , fan of Cofmo , was created a 
Cardinal by Pope Pius the fourth at tbe early age offeven- 



White Pity's mournful tears trt paid 
To the youthful Prelate's shade, 
And murderM Bianca's fatal charms 
Clasp'd in her dying conforms arms . 

Tir'd at length no more I ftray , 
But throw me on the grafs-grown way, 
While the branchy shade is fpread 
Kindly o'er my ahelter'd head , 
While the sky-lark warbles high 
His wild aerial minftrelsy , 
And e'en the flies that buzz around 
Lull me with a Toothing found ; 
What tranfports in my bofom rift! 
Confcious joy empearls my eyea, 
As foft reflection's pleafing pow'r 
Traces many a rapt'rous hour, 
Since the ardent love of change 
Thro' various climates bade mc range | 
For (till fresh objects charm my mind, 
Lavish Nature , Art refln'd , 
Or countlefs manners ever new , 
While thro' each mate I Man purfue. 

teen , and murder A in hnnthrhy hit next Brother Gar* 
wiM , f»ho rent fiahh'dfor it hy hit father . Biauca Captlh 
n»*s n heautiful Venetian Lady married ty Francis who 
fmcceeded Cofmo , and she and her hnshaud wtft hoth 
poijoud at Poggso a Cosmo hy Ferdinand brother of 
Franc's t . 
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What tho thofe I left behind 

Wooing Fortune's fickle wind, 

If perchance their ends they gain, 

View the waad'rer with difdain: 

In the chains of habit bound 

Let them tread tb'unvaried round 1 

Let Ambition court the rays 

That dart from PowVs meridian blaze 

Av'rice count his treafures o'er , 

And fwell amid th' increafing irore ; 

The Mufe on my lone path shall shine 

And Contemplation's wealth be mine ! 




AGL' AUTORI 

DELLA MISCELLANEA 

DI FIORENZA 

CANZONE 

» 

DEL DOTTORE 

LORENZO PIGNOTTI 



VJUal per VEtrufco ciclo 
Nuova armonia di Pindo oggi rifuona? 
Di mufcofa corona 
Cinto la fronte dal foggiorno ondofo 
Sorge maravigliando 
L* umido Figlio d' Appenin nevofo , 
Che a Flora bagna ferpeggiando il feno 
E pargli udir fopra la fua pendice 
L* alto Cantor di Laura , o quel di Bice . 
Da voi canori figli 

Del poflTenre Albione efce il fublime 

Canto , V angliche rime 

Per voi 1* aure Tofcane, e i nuovi modi 

Imparano a fuonare , e la novella 

Pregna d' alti penfieri 

In foggie avvolta ed abiti ftranieri 




Robufta melodia fembra piik bella, 
Qual talor di gentile eftranio frutto 
II fapor peregrino al non ufato 
Gufto la noviti rendc piu grato . 
L' alme Caftalie Dive 

Poiche i vocali colli e le forefte 

Mute lafciaro e mefte, 

A cui fa I'alto Eg?o fpecchio coll'onde, 

Poiche con voce si canora e viva 

Del T. bro fulle fponde 

Cantar d' Anchife il Figlio e della Diva: 

Poichd riforte fotto il Tofco Cielo 

Cento e cento animar Cigni canori, 

Che in tuono or forte or grave , 

Or tenero e foave 

Ninfe ed Eroi cantaro armi ed amori, 
Alfin fciolfero il volo , 
Anglia , fopra del tuo beato fuolo . 
Ivi con ferio ma fereno volto 
In nobil maeftade 
Delle leggi cuftode allor fedea 
V augufta Libertade , 
E col pie d'adamente ella prcmea 
E troni rovefciati c fcettri infranti | 
Al facro afpetto avanti 
L'Aonio coro inufitata forza 
Senti crefci'rfi, e mille 
Dcftarfi entro del fen facrc faville . 



II Nam* allor di nuove fila aura te , 

Fill recite e temprate 

Sulla tebtnt incade , armo It cetra : 

Indi fevero il volto 

Dclle liriche note alia Reina 

Gravemente rivolro ; 

Prendi le dine, e H che delle corde 

Al maeftofo e nobile concento 

Subietto alto s' accordc : 

Prendi diflTe a Calliope ecco la tromba , 

Odi qual ne rimbomba 

Suono piu che mortale ? imita que ft o 

II tenor delle sfere armonlofe, 

Onde fuomn per lui celefti cofe . 
Poi del coltel ferale 

Quel ! a ch' I cstte in man d e' cor le chiavi 

Tinta le guancie di pallor mortale 

Armo gridando: ad ammollir non fcenda 

I figli mici con langnide querele 

Sopra V Anglico fuol tenero amore : 

Ma con fublime orrore 

Lo fpettacol piu grande apri alia fcena, 

Spettacol degno ancor del cielo ifteflb , 

La Virtu che ferena 

Combatte fra i perigli : animi invitti , 

Che difendan col fangue 

Delia lor Patria i moribondi dritti , 

£ alia di cui magnanima caduta 
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Per CnS d' invidia e non di duol fon degni, 
Treman gl' ingiufti Re , crollano i regni . 

Qurfto fin da] nario lido remoto 
Nume poflTente , o Vati oggi v* ifpira , 
Egli e ch' ancor fra noi v' agira , c in moto 
Le corde pone alia britanna lira: 
Non gii la Mufa mia t ch' egra ed inferma 
Non ofa in ampio mar fcioglier le vele, 
Ma timida del mar del vento infido 
Con piccol legno va radendo il lido . 

Forfe al fuono Dirceo v'anima e defta 
Quel Grande* che canto della vietata 
Arbor fa ci a e fun eft a , 
Ne difdcgnd talor veftir di grata * 
Italica armonia penfier britanni : 
Rammenta ancora il fuo vocale fpirta 
Li , dove preflb d' un Elifio mirto 
Siede a Torquato, e al Ferrarefe accanto, 
Che a Febo piacque fotco il noftro Cielo 
Spirargli il tema del fuo nobil canto § 

(f) Si alludt al lentil cmplimeuto fatto alV Autore alia 
/>*?. « 

(•) Milton autore del Paradifo perduto & fcritto de* verfi 
italiani . 

{§ Quefloi'lu(lre Epico Inglefe effendo in Italia , vide in 
Milam una rappre/eutanxa TeatraU in cut Adamo , 



Qui ancor la cetra d'or temprfc fovente 
Quei che il fata I e fcempio t 
Del Poetico ftuol , (tuolo innocente 
Vendicfc fopra 1' empio 
D 1 un Tiranno opprefTor capo efecrando , 
E fe che al fuono de' temuti carmi 
Di fatelliti e d' armi 
Cinto il barbaro Re ftafle tremando : 
Indi invoco la formidabil voce 
De'fecoli futuri, e Tempie trame 
Dal loro grembo, e ogni delitto atroce 
Trade , e il gaftigo della ftirpe infame : 
Vendetta illuftre che de i Re tiranni 
L'obbrobrio e il difonor confegna agl'anni. 

Cinti dell' immortal facrata fronda 

I due canori Spirti 
Dell' Arno fulla fponda 

Tornan fovente, ed ove il capo eftolle 
Coronato di ville e di verzura 

II Fiefolano Colic # 

Eva , il Diavolo , il Serpeute ee. erano rt interlocutor* ; 
e da quefta flrana opera concep\ la prima idea del fuo 
gran p§ema . 

(t) Gray fuUime Lirieo Inglefe : fi *U*d* alia famofa 
Canzone detta la ruin a de 1 Bardi . 

(*) Quefti due llluflri poeti Ingleft ft fon trattenuti mot- 
to in Firenze , e parlano ne loro verfi quakbe volt* 
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Volano fpsflj, e per la notte ofcura 
L* occhiuta Fantasia, chc afcolta c mira 
Ci6 che al volgo s'afconde, ove la bruna 
Ombra de'rami annofi c rotta appena 
Dal fioco raggio dell' incerta lima, 
GV afcolta c mira entro il filenzio amico 
Modular fulla cetra il canto antico . 
Dunque le fila argute ^ 
D'Anglico plettro con maeftra mano * 

i 

Scorrete o Vati , e mute 
Non fi ftaranno fopra il fuol tofcano 
L' Aonie corde e al voftro 
Rifponderanno armonico conccnto 
Chc qui non c 1' antico genio fpento. 
Mcco volgetc il piede 
La, dove grata ancora 

del/a Collins Fiefolana , di cut em it in cantata Gray 
chc nel partire fece i feguenti verfi 
. ... Ob Faefulae amena 

Frigoribus juga nee nimium fpiranubus amis , 
Alma qui bus Pallas tufci dtcus Apennini 
FjJ<: dedit , glaucaqae fit a canefcere filva ! 
Non ego vos poflbac Ami de vails vide bo 
Purticibus circttm & tandenti ciutfa corona 
Villarum longe nitidy confttrgere dorjo , 
Antiquamve aedem & wteres pratferre cupreffus 
Mimbor , tefiifque fupev , pendentia tcJfa . 



Sulla funerca fede 
Stafli la Scienza , c adora 
Del gran Lorenzo la memoria illuftre: 
Riverenti inchinate 
Le facre ofTa onorate , 
E di Britanni fior verdi ghirlande 
Alia tomba appendete : 
Vedete la » vedetc 
Qual dalla tomba efca divina lute ? 
Luce, che accefa qui ne' dl migliori 
Per tutta poi 1' Luropa fi diffufe 
La Notte a difcacciar de' vecchi errori, 
£ il piu chiaro difchiufe 
Aureo giorno fereno all' arti belle : 
Ond' c che fpeflb intorno 
Al funebre foggiorno 
Di Tofchi gigli inghirlandate il crine 
Sciolgon danze divine: 
Oggi a i figli d'Etruria 
Non fon men care, e quel celefte lume, 
Come un giorno rifulfe ancor rifplende , 
E il facro ardor nei tofchi petti accende . 
Ma io non piu Topra l'Aonie rupi 
Omai dagl'anni e dalle cure ftanco 
Traggo 1'infermo fianco, 
Le liete idee fuggono appoco appoco , 
E T Apollineo foco 

Spegnerfi fento gtf nel freddo fangue , 



E qual da giclo intempcftivo uccifa 

Pianta an?i tempo langue, 

Nc piu di Primavera al dolec invito 

Difpiega il crin fioriro, 

Tal io ftupido c lento 

llelto all' invito di si alti carmi : 

E fe talor lo fpento 

Fuoco a ftimoli voftri fi ravviva , 

Getta un fugacc palliJo fplendorc, 

Che appena nato muore : 

Qual ceppo arficcio cui cenerc involve, 

Bcnche quaftato e fcoflb, 

E dal foiBo percoflb 

Deil'aura in fiamma piu non fi rifolve , 
E getta a ftento dalle negte ed arfe 
Vifcere fol brevi faville., e fcarfe . 
A gareggiar con voi nel dotto arringo 
Uopo farebber le robuftc penne 
Dell' Aquila Tebana , o il vol divino 
Del Cigno Venufino , 
Voi feguiran con pic piu franco e prcfto 
Cento Italici vati, io fptttatore 
Del bel contralto a pie del nionte refto, 
II rauco plcttro al biondo name rendo , 
E a un ramo di Cipreflb alfin V appendo . 



IL VI AGGIO 



H Fnce liftlefs occupation 

Of dull domelric cares, and mummery, 

The fretful infant's cry , 

The chiding dame, and goflip's exultation, 
The drunkard's brutal joy , 
The yawning fire-fide circle's mufty tale , 
And pipes, and humming ale, 

The pamper'd jufrice, and the parfon's profe, 
Dull fcenes that Britain knows! 
Which wade the fum of life , and daily blifs deftroy , 

But come fair Travel! whom of yore, 
Variety the wood-nymph bore, 
For once as she was roving free, 
Wisdom with unwonted glee, 
Woo'd her mid the vallies bright , 
Woo'd her on the mountain's height , 
By the ftream , and in the grove, 
Pour'd the winning voice of love : 
At length beneath a fpreading tree, 
Fill'd the blushing maiJ with thee. 
Hafte O Travel ! hither come , 
Thro other countries let me roam, 
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Hafte to Paris , City proud I 
Gaze upon the chequer'd croud , 
Mark the ever-varying drefs , 
Painted vanity's excefs! 
Or liften with abhorrent ear, 
To noisy harmony fevere , 
Where never yet attention found f 
The luxury of thrilling found . 
But there the many-meafur'd dance, 
Shall my wond'ring foul entrance , 
Grace, and beauty, mingled move 
In every wanton fold of love, 
Soft they twine in blushing plcafure, 
Heave the bofom's panting treafure ; 
Circling arms of lovelieft white, 
And melting glances charm the fight} 
Or fpringing feet , with agile bound, 
Glitter in the ma7y round . 
Now I join the fons of fashion , 
Void of fentiment , and puflion , 
Learn in modish guife to fit , 
And make dull nonfenfe pafs for wit, 
Charaftcrifc each fort of face , 
Run divisions upon grace, 
The wanton's leer, the prude's difguife 
And all the myftery of eyes * 
Next I feek the hardy band 
Of Mountaineers , in Switzerland , 



Where the sheety lakes difplay , 

Their ghfsy mirrours to the day, 

While diftant fummits meet my view, 

Cloath'd in robes of whiteft hue . 

Wander o'er the pine-capt hill , 

Or at fountains drink my fill , 

Tracing ev'ry landfcape fair f 

That tow'ring Nature pencils there 

Or I join the focial train, 

Who vice and fenfual blifs difdain; 

Obfervc the maiden's blush afpire , 

While the Matron checks the fire. 

Jocund pafs the hours away 

In innocence, and converfc gay, 

Hofpitable, free, and kind, 

The Swifs poflefs a gen'rous mind. 

Now again the fcene to change , 
Thro' the wilds of Savoy range , 
Where many a barren rock appears , 
To fadly pour the gushing tears , 
That fall upon the vale below , 
And fteal along in murm'ring woe. 
N.ext approach with vagrant feet , 
The holy * Chartreufe lone retreat, 

(*) La Grande Chartreufe , // the principal convent of the 
Cartbnfian order , fttuated between Grenoble and Cbattf 
berry . 



Dirges deep, and fervent prayer * 
Solitude , and hope are there . 
Gaze upon the fbrefts round , 
That echo to the torrent's found f 
Then beneath fome shade reclin'd , 
Scorn the world that's left behind . 
How vain is human pride I cry . 
Gilded care and mifery . 

Soon Mount-Cenis' top I fcale, 
See below proud Piedmont's vale » 
As the wakening Morn difclofes > 

t Locks of gold and front of rofes . 
Nature feems to breathe anew , 
Seems to weep with amb'ry dew. 
For thofe who force th' ungrateful foil , 
Wretched race of daily toil ! 
Yet all the riftng pangs they know* 
From penury and labour flow ; 
Deeper griefs , and fadder pain , 
Rend the mad ambitious train; 
Mid the tow'red cities fair , 
Rage, and Jealousy, and Care? 

* Fraud , bedight with mantle pure , 
Pious voice , and look demure , 

(t) Com la fromtt di rofe , e con crin <C or$ , 

PetrarcUa 

(*) Haven piacfvol vifi, hoh'tto Onefto , 
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While his folding skirrs between 
Lurks a dagger bare , and keen , 
And Av'rice rolls a cautious eye, 
His treafures viewing with a figh . 
Alas! I mourn the madding crew. 
Who heart-felt tranfports never knew, 
Whofe bofoms never yet could prove, 
The rapture of the filent grove , 
The fort complaining of the rill , 
The flow'ry lawn , and breezy hill , 
But wafte away a slavish life , 
In falshood , flattcty , and ftrife . 
Next I mount the Appenines, 
Or ftray where yellow Tiber shines, 
Reflecting many a moulder'd fane, 
As he bathes his wide domain, 
Or behold the weftern deep, 
In the arms of Naples sleep - 



Un % until volger f occbi , un andar grave, 
Un parlar it beuigno , * si modeflo , 
Che pnrea Gabriel, ebe did fix Ave. 
Era brutta , e de forme in tutto il re/i$ : 
Ma nafcondea que fie fattezze prave 
Con lu»fo babito , e largo , e fotto quelh , 
AttoJpCMto have* fempre il coltello . 

Orlando Furiofo Canto 14° Stanza tj. 



Ever mi J ft Italian plains, 
Peace, and wanton plea fur e reigns, 
But chief when Carnival appears, 
And his painted ftandard rears , 
Quaint difguife, and myftery , 
Motley mirth, and liberty, 
Bid the laughing moments glide, 
From affe&ation free , and pride , 
While dance , and mufick , both combine , 
And blushing love with look divine • 
Or from frolick fcenes I hafte 
To the nobler joys of tafte 
Where the proudeft works of art, 
Firm perfection's pow'r impart; 
Where the Grecian Venus bends , 
And from th' obferver's eye defends 
With cov'ring hands her naked charms , 
And doubly by retiring warms . 
Or within the Vatican , 
View the flnish'd form of Man , 
Apollo in young beauty bright , 
Rushing on th* enraptured fight. 
See all that painting can beftow, 
The compofition, and the glow, 
Learn to eftimate by rules, 
The excellence of difFrent fchools, 
And with judging eye compare, 
Titian's touch, and Guido's air. 
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Or at old Pompeia trace, 

The private manners of the place , 

And obferve each dread remain 

That calls pad ages back again, 

And catch the moment of pale death , 

That fuddcn (rop'd the gen'ral breath. 

When Italia's plcafures fail, 
Let me feek the northern gale. 
Where the Danube's waters flee 
For refuge to the Euxine fea . 
Or feel the frozen tempeft bite, 
With the barb'rous Mufcovite : 
So shall my glowing heart expand. 
As I tread each dilrant land , 
And obfervation's piercing ray, 
Brighten ev'ry coming day, 
Such the joys that trav'lers prove , 
Ever , ever , let me rove . 
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LA DIMOR A 

H Ence reftlefs diflipation , 

Of busy Travel, and ftill changeful time! 

Ills of each varied clime , 

Dull sleeple fs nights , and hardship , and vexation ! 
The want of friendship's fmiles , 
And dread of ficknefs in a foreign land , 
The frequent murth'rous band 

That haunt the Unely pafs mid forefts drear, 
The welcome infincere , 

The folitarymeal ,and flatt'ring (hanger's wiles . 
But come Retirement to my arms 
In meek fimplicity of charms ! 
With clofe-wrapt robe of plained dye. 
And bread untroubled by a figh , 
Thee, blue-ey'd Peace in days of yore 
To wrinkled , rough Experience , bore : 
For once beneath her olive shade , 
He fondly prefs'd the yielding maid, 
Thy birth his fecret tranfports prov'd, 
Child of his age and bed belov'd! 

O bear me quick to Albion's isle 
And cheer me with thy placid fmile. 
There let me oft at dewy dawn , 
Compos'dly tread the ruflet lawn , 



As my tranquil cot I fee , 

Embofom'd deep in many a tree; 

Near it glides a winding fpring , 

Where the gray duck wets her wing, 

And matron hen with infant brood , 

Clucks befidc the shallow flood: 

Or when lily-bofom'd May, 

Trips along in youthful play, 

With my rod, and mimic fly, 

To lure the fpcckled trout I try , 

That lurks beneath the fandy bank , 

With fedge o'er-grown , and rushes dank , 

Tempted by the faithlefs fnare, 

He leaps, and meets deftru&ion there: 

So alas! in life we And , 

Artful tricks to catch mankind, 

So we view the gilded bait , 

And rush upon fevereft fate . 

Varied blifs each feafon yields, 
One while, wand'ring o'er the fields, 
I fee blithe groups collect the hay, 
And shake it in the burning ray , 
While the cattle in the brook, 
Lash their tails with penfive look, 
And mid the limpid waves afluage 
The fultry Summer's fcorching rage. 
Or when Harveft-time is part , 
And the barns are fill'd at laft , 



With my Gun at peep of day. 
To fallow lands I take my way , 
There my pointer foon defcries , 
The num'rous covey ere it flies . 
As it mounts I take my aim, 
And pleas'd behold the falling game 
Or I bring my greyhounds where 
Ni nbly ftarts the fcudding hare, 
That o'er the wide-extended down, 
Glides a fleeting fpot of brown . 

When on early breezes borne 
From far I hear the winding horn , 
That fweetly pours it's mallow fong. 
Lakes , and groves, and hills among 
I laddie ftrait my neighing (teed , 
And haftrm o'er the diftant mead, 
'Till I reach the covert's bound, 
Ranfack'd by the f.-arching hound, 
The red fox shews his sleeky face, 
And quits the copfe with rapid pace 
To fafer fcenes he fain would fly 
Like mortals in adveriity . 
Still the deep-mouth'd eager foes, 
Scent the track where'er he goes, 
Unwilling every treach'rous mare, 
That his cunning skill betrays . 
Then my hafty flight I guide, 
O'er the mountains shelvy fide» 



Leave the dang'rous fence behind , 
Thro many a wood and valley wind, 
And never quit the pleafing toil , 
Till I view the dying fpoil . 

Oft with carelefs ftep I ftray, 
Where unzon'd Nature courts the day, 
And the tow'ring fbreft view , 
Deck'd with tints of varied hue, 
Or liftcn to the mingled noife , 
Of lowing herds , and playful boys , 
Where feem yon hamlets to retire , 
And peeps the narrow-pointed fpire. 
Now I throw my roving eye , 

■ 

O'er plash y ftreams, and mountains high, 

View the sheep-boy tend his flocks, 

And wild goats browze the" giddy rocks, 

The careful Driver's long-drawn team, 

Lather'd by the noon-tide beam, 

Or hear the ruddy maidens fing, 

As their gather'd loads they bring. 

Then I go with curious eyes , 

Where my lov'd plantations rife , 

The grafted fcion to behold , 

And young leaves pierce th' obftruttive mould 

There the virgin lily blows, 

The ftreak'd carnation , mofs-clad rofe , 

And every flower that opens fair, 

Scattering odours thro' the air. 
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And every shrub whofe head I rear'd , 
Whofe frock with daily drops I cheer'd, 
Shall purer happinefs beftow, 
Than pow'r, andwild ambition know. 

When the day's amufements end , 
Home my vagrant coin fc I bend , 
And my slow-returning feet, 
The faithful Spaniel comes to greet, 
With his py-denoting bound* 
Frisking light in frolick round . 
Then befide the table plac'd 
In rural plenty richly gracM , 
I fit with her, whof? tender fmile , 
And fwcet difcourfe, the hours beguile: 
Whib around, my children gay 
In many a fportive circle play . 

Then fome heart-dear friend appears. 
Companion of my early years, 
Who oft reminds me, how at fchool, 
Conltraint we fcorn'd, and laugh'd at rule, 
Or when the daily task was o'er, 
Forth we rushed with rapt'rous roar. 
To ftrlke the ball, or climb the tree, 
Seafon of fweet extacy ! 
College pranks recalls to view, 
Long-paft pi afurrs to renew, 
Tells how , lover-like , my pain 
I utter'd on the midnight plain, 
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Nor more the ready fcheme enjoy'd , 
While fonder cares ray mind employ'd, 
But fadly mourn'd the tyrant pride 
Of her, who blushing fits befide ; 
Entranc'd I mark her confcious figh, 
And the blue languish of her eye . 
Thus the happy Evening goes , 
'Till the hour of due repofe . 

But when wintry tempefts rage , 
Retir'd I read th* hiftoric page , 
Or with fancied harp I rove , 
In the wild Parnaflian grove . 
Sweet Poetry! thy powV alone, 
Can check awhile each bitter groan, 
When thou point'st to Milton's page. 
Or Shakefpeare's ftill fublimer rage, 
And all the heave n-defc ended crew , 
Who bath'd their locks with glittering dew , 
And wove the myrtle garland fair , 
That proudly ftill thou lov'ft to wear. 
Thus my fettled life #hall flow , 
Free from buftle , care , and woe , 
Such the tranquil joys of home , 
Never / never , will I roam . 
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LA PARTENZA 



-I He Book's imperfeft you declare , 
And Piozzi has not given her shire ; 
What's to be done ? fome wits in vogue 
Would quickly find an Epilogue , 
Compos'd of whim and mirth and fatire, 
Without one drop of true good nature : 
But truft me, 'tis corrupted tafte 
To make fo merry with the Infl , 
When in that fatal word we find 
Each foe to gayety combin'd ; 
Since parting then on Arno's shore, 
We part perhaps to meet no more , 
Thou firft ! to foothe whofe feeling heart 
The Mufe beftow'd her lenient art, 
Accept her counfel, quit this coal} , 
With only one short lufrrum loft, 
Nor longer let the tuneful ftrain 
On foreign ears be pour'd in vain ; 
The wreaths which on thy brow should live, 
Britannia's hand alone can give. 

Meanwhile for Bcrtie Fate prepares 
A mingled wreath of joys and cares, 



When politicks and party rage 
Shall drive fuch talents to engage , 
And call him to controul the great , 
And fix the nicely-balanc'd ftate ; 
Till charming Anna's gentler mind 
For dorms of faction ne'er defign'd; 
Shall think with pleafure on the times 
When Arno liften'd to his rhymes; 
And reckon among Heaven's beft mercies, 
Our Piozzfs voice and Parsons' verfes. 

Thou too , who oft haft ftrung the lyre 
To livclieft notes of gay defire , 
No longer fcek thefc fcorching flames, 
Or trifle with Italian Dames , 
But hafte to Britain's charter Isle 
Receive fome Fair-one's virgin fmile , 
Accept her vows , reward her truth 
And guard from ills her artlefs youth: 
Keep her from knowledge of the crimes 
Which taint the fweets of warmer climes; 
But let her weaker bloom difclofe 
The blushes of a hot-houfe rofe , 
Whofe leaves no infefts ever haunted, 
Whofe perfume but to one is granted; 
Pleas'd with her partner to retire 
And cheer the fafc domeftick fire; 
There Anna's bright example tell, 
And let her learn to live as well . 
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While I, who half amphibious grown 
Now fcarce call any place my own, 
Will learn to view with eye ferene 
Life's empty plot and shifting fcene; 
And trufting ltill to HeavVs high care, 
Fix my firm habitation there . 
'Twas thus the Grecian fage of old, 
As by Herodotus we're told , 
Accus'd by them who fate above 
As wanting in his Country's love; 
" 'Tis that , " he cried , " which mod: I prize 
And pointed upward to the skies. 
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TO THE 



CRITICKS 



1 E Criticks of the British nation J 
I here invoke you, 
Not in madnefs, 
Nor to joke you, 
But in ferious fadnefs, 
And pathetic admiration. 
For I refpeft you all together , 
Birds of a feather! 
Or when you feparately go , 
On mules, in coaches, or calashes, 
With upper-lips indignant curl'd 
That give a vigour to your flashes . 
I know you throughout all the world, 
Or by the Danube, or the Po , 
Or on the Tiber's fide, 
Or where the Tagus loves to glide, 
Or here where Arno makes his bed, 
In fummer time , 
Amidst his fand,and slime. 
Ashamed to show his head . 
Yes in the Florence Gallery, 
I've often heard your raillery. 
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And keencfl: obfervation , 

On every ftatue under contemplation. 

E'en in the * Tribune you will fay, 

Your judgment to difplay , 

The famous wreftlers have no merit, 

And no fpirit, 

The Arrotino, or the whetter, 
Is nothing better, 
As for the Medicean Venus, 
Extreamly bad indeed, and heinous. 

Methinks you roll your eyes about, 
And fiercely glout, 
And fourly look , 
Upon our little book: 
Forgive this time, 
Our carelefs rhyme, 
For we together fwore, 
Never to do fo any more. 
No flatt'ry we need, 
But only ask, 
By way of task, 

Before you laugh, that you would read. 
All that I mean t'obferve is this, 
That tho' your criticifms, 
And lively witticifms, 
May not be much amifsj 
Yet if from fpite , 



(*) See the note of page i*. 



You load with curfes , 
Our haplcfs verfes, 
We only fay, 

That Gentlemen! we wish you all good day, 
And a good night . 

We fcribblc , and we print , for private pleafurc , 

And at our leifure, 

Juft as Domitian killM the flies , 

Or if you pleafe for our employment 

And enjoyment, 

As children eat their apple-pies . 

Not that we think our lines are worfethan others, 

For in bad writing we have many brothers. 

We therefore do not make apology, 

Nor excufes , 

Nor complimentary tautology, 

To ward off abufes ; 

But willingly fubmit to candid fenfe, 

His fmile our only recompenfe . 

As for all common folks who hale 

At our proceeding, 

And quote their reading, 

To find fault; 

Whether they beft may know it, or I, 
Tis neceflary to declare, 
That he who cenfures poetry, 
Should have himfelf at leaft fome share • 
As for example you would think, 
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( And give a wink , ) 
That wifeacre to be extreamly quaint,' 
Who tho born blind , 
Should have a mind, 
To fay that * Hamilton could not paint. 
You laugh when deaf-and-dumb men fneer 
At others, who can talk and hear. 

Many perhaps may fay , 
Who do not much adore us, 
That ours is baby-play , 
For Pope , and Dryden , writ before us . 
And give it as their Creed , 
That later bards no man should read. 
There's no complaining , 
Of fuch odd fparks, 
I think they 're entertaining, 
And comical as larks ; 
Becaufe t Nardini plays the fiddle* 
Muft every other man fit idle? 

(*) MS Hugh Hamilton of the Kingdom of Ireland an 
artifl of great merit who re/ides at Florence , and who 
is equally excellent in the fpirit and corretiuefs of bit 
de fens , the ferfctt harmony of bis colouring , and the 
Jlriking refemblance of bis portraits . His fuperiour 
flile of painting in Crayons is well known . 

(t) Signor Pietro Nardini the mofl celebrated performer 
upon the violin in Italy . 



Such folks arc like the Horfe , and Afs, 

Who should refufe both hay , and grafs , 

Becaufe their throats , 

Had once been tickled by fome oats. 

I know it may be faid , 

By thofe who read the panegyricks, 

In our own lyricks, 

That all our trumpeters were dead; 

But we were cunning Elves, 

And as we entertain'd fome doubt, 

Of having much praife from without, 

We ftaid within , and praifed ourfelves . 

We liked each other not a little, 

And correfponded to a tittle, 

Now too with breaking heart, 

We all prepare to part , 

Whether to Naples, or Sienna, 

To Paris, or Vienna, 

To Sicily , or Spain : 

And I would bet an English penny, 

Or a Tufcan paul * 

We never all 

Shall meet again , 

'Till Death has bound us up together, 
With everlafting leather, 
In univerfal Mifcellany . 



( # ) A fiver coin of about the value of an English ^x-pence. 



CONCLUSION 



After grave plays pert Epilogue advances, 
And after fober Minuets — Country Dances J 
After th' Adagio comes th' Allegro motion , 
And fugar-plumbs fucceed each bitter potion. 
But to our Book what finish shall we give, 
But one Evviva ! let its Authors live ! 
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